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A Letter From The Publishers 

Hope everyone enjoyed reading the First Four issues of FFFI os 
mucli as we enjoyed producing them. We've chonged ^ a bi-monthly 
production schedule giving you more of o chance to •see ydyr favorite 
artists ond writers. The covers of the six issues of |999 feature some 
of the best pieces from the incomparable bodyAsf vA>rk that is the 
Frazetta collection. ' 

Now to the issue ot hand. ..or in hond^ tf|at‘is. This January 
issue features an extensive array of lalentid artists and wrilers. 
Avdon Studios' Brian Hoberlin and Whilc^.Portocio combine their 
talents to debut an alt-new original creation titled Ulyssess ■ somewhat 
of a modern day Frankenstein. This, iss(le 'also features the’ next 
instdiment of the wild Hildebrondt BrptHers credtipn The Emeralel 
Seven and the next segments of the outrogeousVnfe/^us Terra and the 
mysterious Spacejackers. Pointer Dofen Boder cpVicludes his 
portrayal of a primitive alien world that cfebutad '0 the previous issue 
and Rob Prior contributes o bone-cfiijli^ hctror short story titled 
Stitchery Man. In addition, writer R.A.' Solvafore provides a sneok 
peek of his upcoming novel The i£^emon Appjj//e. ' ' 

Our next issue will be oh sole in Matpb Old again Bripn 
Haberlin and Whiles Portacio will debut on Avdon creotion. ■ Their 
next story tokes the traditional genie legend ond odds .a dark riew 
twist. This segment will debut the characters'wh'tch V'll be launched 
in a regulor series by Avdon Studios next Foil. Also in issue number 
six, artists Alex Horley/Dany'^Qrizio and writer Elio: Leone conclude 
the captivating soga Infemus Terra ‘and The Brothers Hildebrondt 
wrap up the The Emerald Seven in dramatic fashion. We're proud to 
feature French-American comic ortist Philip Xavier for the second time 
as he contributes o fantasy tde tosed' on Celtic legend while Itolian 
artist Alberto Ponticelli provides a rollicking medieval odventure. 
Looking forword to it. ' 

Thanks and keep readingl 
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FRANK FRAZETTAS 
"The Snow Giants” 


Fire and Ice. If any single theme could define Frank Frazettas incomparable 
body of work, it is the perpetual contrast of opposites. Good and evil. Movement 
versus stasis. Heated passion and cold steel. Animal lust coiling civiiized restraint. 
The heroic individual against a hostiie world. Conflict, the basis of all drama, is at 
the heart of a Frazetta painting so the imagery fairly crackles off the canvas with 
electric intensity. Frazetta's paintings live. They live because the artist places the 
viewer at the apex of the dramatic arc with a forcefulness that is irresistible. This 
seduction breathes life into even the most fantastic worlds of sensuality and 
savagery. It's as if the artist's canvas provides a window into another universe and 
compels the viewer to gaze through the glass. 

Nowhere is the theme more dearly-or literally— delineated than in The Snow 
Giants. The characters fiercely struggle through a polar landscape where the earth 
meets the sky. In this duel to the death across the roof of the world, a man alone 
battles the remorseless forces of a cold universe. The fight is dwarfed by a 
towering, ice-crusted peak which rises to brilliant clarity above the bloody scene. 
The aloofness of the mountain, far removed from the events in the foreground, 
effectively conveys the underlying melancholy of Robert £. Howard's darker Conan 
tales. The transient struggle between men and gods is rendered futile by the 
enduring, titanic immensity which surrounds them. 

Frazetta's evocation of a mythic, pagan North is perfectly suited to Howard’s 
nihilistic vision in which the only meaningful gesture in a doomful universe is the 
perseverance of indomitable will, resulting in the heroic triumph of the moment. 
Thus Conan will always fight to the death rather than yield. The howling wind and 
clamor of heathen arms are preferable to the nothingness of resignation. Howard's 
ragnarok is accessible through the portrayal of a prehistoric past imbued by Frazetta 
with convincing authenticity. The consistent depiction of scale mail, metal-bossed 
hide armor and horned helms that, as Howard once wrote, "no civilized hand ever 
forged. " appear as genuine artifacts of a lost culture and almost affirm the existence 
of the Hyborian Age. In the brawny physicality of the figures lies a reflection of the 
artist himseif. Once a trained athlete, Frazetta intimately understands the complex 
interplay of muscle, bone and tendon and the possible stresses borne by wielding 
objects as awkward and weighty as swords and axes. Frazetta paints warriors. 
These warriors possess hardened physiques of dense musculature chiseled and 
carved through strenuous, crushing labor. This contrasts the unnatural, stock 
imagery seen so often of barbarian bodybuilders standing posed in vein-popping 
absurdity.. .every fiber simultaneously flexed to the max holding weaponry that 
serves only as props. 



One of the things Frazetta has stressed about his art is the restraint employed 
in his portrayal of fantasy subjects. Many people think Frazetta paintings scream off 
the canvas-'they don't. They roar or boil or purr with a quality that Frazetta has 
described as painting with cool fire." The Snow Giants offers a perfect example of 
this tempered passion. Conan has just half severed the neck" of his adversary, yet 
the canvas is not splattered in gore. Such a display would only detract from the 
painting's drama. The gruesome event is suggested rather than depicted— the 
crimsoned tip of the blue steel blade, a few spots of blood drizzled over flesh and 
snow, the extreme angle of the giant tottering tike a felled tree, bent arm clamping 
a hand to his slashed throat. These elements conspire to lead to a conclusion all the 
more horrific for its gradual revelation. 

Beyond the compelling imagery, Frazetta's command of composition further 
draws the viewer into his strange, alien world. While this is not the forum for a 
detailed technical analysis of what makes The Snow Giants work, suffice to say that 
an absolute understanding of composition is an element that sets Frazetta's work 
apart. The dynamism of the painting Is no lucky happenstance, nor is it simply a 
matter of great drawing. It is, instead, a studied, methodical combination of 
triangles, blockers and sweeping circles all within the parameters of a subtle "X" that 
holds the eye and freezes the moment. Once immersed in the dramatic scene, the 
viewer may deduce the ensuing sequence of events. Conan has leaned to his left to 
counterbalance the momentum of his lethal backslash. His weight is 
concentrated over his left foot as he coils under his shield. He is ready to parry the 
descending axe which will leave the giant's left side exposed to the killing slash of 
the sword in its return stroke. 

Even reduced to the size of a paperback cover, The Snow Giants loses none 
of its power. Those fortunate enough to remember the Lancer editions of Conan will 
never forget the first glimpse of Conan of Cimmeria on the racks. The blaze of the 
beards and braided locks across the icy depths of blue background, the starkness of 
the brandished axe heads and the ferocity of barbaric battle provided yet another 
glimpse into a world of fire and ice by the unrivaled master of fantasy art. 


Charles Keegan 
Ferrell Snow 
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tS<7A?<7/S///7y.' 


OUR MISSION 
IS CLEAR-- 


^ NOW Wf 
ARE THE 

S^S^SA/.' 


^ THE 
^ TEMPTATION 
TO SET RICH 
OUlCK MAT BE 
TOO MUCH FOR 

V e£^p£ f > 



^ I SAID" ^ 
NO OUANTIU/W, 
V BLADe.' 


^ HOW AWI > 
I OONNA RUN 
^ /H/ SHIP-’! 




NOBOpy 
LEAVE DOCK 
. CITY-- 

-NOT UNT1I? 
WE BET 
TRIFORU/VI' 


DA/MN' 


^ HANG ON! ^ 
THERE'S NOTHIN' 
WE CAN DO 
ANYWAY-- NOT 
TILL NOVA GETS 
Sw HERE! ^ 


THeyLL ^ 
NEVER FIND 
TOUR HIDIN' 
PLACE, BOSS! 


r S^£Cj¥^ 
60 CHECK 
ON SAMSON, 
MAKE SURE 
^HE OKAT! j 



SURROUND 

y^Hg ctry.' ^ 


^ BLACK SKULL.^^ 
f I WANT EVERY 1 
8UILDINS SEARCHEQ 
AND BURNED TO THE 
©ROUND UNTIL THET 
^ GIVE US THE J 
^\^TRIF0RU/V\!^^M 


T TLL HAVE ^ 
THE TRIFORU/W 
OR DOCK CITT 
> WILL BE A4J? 


NOW ©■<7/ 





NOT > 
LEAVIN' /M/ 
I^PLACE! j 


BUT THETIS 
KNOW you're 
ONE OF NOVA'S 
CREW! 


^ WELL, ^ 
WEVE GOT 
THIS ONE!’ 


HE GET 
AWAT! 


r ElEFORE X 
r/M DONE WITH 
YOO, YOU'LL 
BEG FOR 
L. DEATH! ^ 


^ TEAR THIS 
PLACE APART! 


ENTER THE STANCE.. 


BES6RVE THE ELEMEMT OP 
SURPRISE: DO NOT BE 
FOUND OFF GUARD... 


HAND TO HAND BATTLE IS 
ALSO A BATTLE OF WITS, 
AND STRATEGy IS A 
WORTHY RIVAL AGAINST 
BRUTE STRENGTH... 







ART BY: ^TODV rV" CREATED BY: 

DAREN BADER LANCE H^O 



C.t99S DAREN BADER c* LANCE HUTTO 


A9 



rr HAS BEEN PftOVeN TIME AND 
TIME f^Sm...RBCKLBSS ACTS 
ARE BORN IN TIMES OF HUNGBR, 
\PAIN, LONBUNBSS AND STRIFB. 


‘ ONE WlUL TRy TO L/VB 
AND BREATHB AT ANY COST, 
IF HE IS NOT TAUGHT TO 
k CONSIDER OTHER THINGS... 


FOR IN ORDER TO LIVB, ONE MM ACT 
IN HASTB... ONE AVXyBE FORCBD TO 
TAKE ANOTHER LIFE... TO SURVtVE... 


TO LIVE WITHOUT 
COMPROMISE MM 
I SOMETIMES BE BY 
FRUITLESS MEANS... 




wny VIOLEHT FORCE, 
■AND BRUTAL IMPACT, 
, TUB INITIAL STRIKE 
IS FIERCE! 


• A BLOOD-SOAKED FRENZY.. 
FUELED BiADRENAUN RASE. 


[WHEN THE PRBY\S. 


FT?OM THE SHADOWS THE AMBUSH COMES. . , 
THE TABOGNAI USES DARKNESS AS AN 
ADVANTAGE DUE TO IT'S LtAMTED VISION... 
'AN ADVANTAGE THAT HAS NOW BEEN USED, 
AGAINST THEM BV THE MANTAKAI. 




A DISTRACTION... 
AHOppoRTUNny-n^i 
OFI=ERS VULNERABILfTY.. 


IN THIS FLEETING MOMENT, 
ALL TRINeS CHANeE... 


AS ALL EVES LOOK 
rON \H AMAZEMENT.. 


AND SEE THE 
UmyiNKABLE. 


I THE AIR FALLS SO 
THICK AND SILENT, 

I WITH A DULL AND 
I NUA^BING VIBRATION. 


Iavdvins in SLOW-MOTION... 

I LIKE A VACUUM OF SHOCK; 

A GASPING FOR A BREATH 
k THAT WILL NOT COA\E... 


UNTIL THE REALIZATION 
COMES CRASHING DOWN 
WITH SUCH DEVASTATION, 
THAT ALL ONE CAN DO... 


I THE POUNDING OF BLOOdJ 
THROBBING IN THE BRAIN... 








SROWINS NUMBERS , 
. JOIN THE ATTACK, ^ 
I FORCING THE MIGHTY 
I TO THEIR KNEES... 


CLAWS PIERCE THE 
SKIN; TEARING FLESH,' 
AND RIPPING MUSCLE 
CLEAN FROM BONE. 


AS THE ADRENALINE 
BEGINS TO SUBSIDE; 

IT IS REPLACED BY 
, THE RUSH OF PAIN... 


A TABOGNAI LOOMS CNBR NIATAN, AS THE 
FIRST RAYS OF SUNLIGHT WARM THE INNER 
CAVE. BROKEN AND BEATEN, THE MIGHT/ 
MANTAKA! AWAITS THE FINAL ATTACK... 


SHINES PAINFULLY INTO 
IT'S SENSITIVE EYES... 


ENRAGED AND 
STARTLED, THE 
TABOGNAI 
STEALS 
' THE OBJECT 
AND FLEES. 


AND MOVES CLOSER TO 
EXAMINE THE SHIMMERING 
OBJECT WHICH ADORNS 
TH^ ENEMIES NECK. 


A GLINT OF 
BRILLIANT SUNLIGHT. 


BLINDING THE 
TABOGNAI... 







A HESfTATION. 


I WHAT HAD 
I HE DONB?\ 


RIPPING THE SPEAR 
FROM HIS CHEST, 
.NIATAN PREPARES TO 
GIVE CHASE TO THE 
FLEEING ENEMY... 


i WHAT WAS HE 
eUlLTYOf? 


IT WAS NOT WHAT IT 
SBBmeoTO BE... 
WOULD THEY BELIEVE 
nWAS SELP-DBFENSB? 


WOULD IT REALLY EVEN 
MATTER, IF THEY DID? 


LEAD THEM. 
AS I HAVE 
SHOWN YOU.. 


now CAN I ^ 
IF THEY WILL 
NOT TRUST ME 
^ M'LORD? ^ 


■'%AITO<tr 

FACE ME YOU 
>.XOWARDL> 


f LIKE A LEAF UPON A WARM 
BLANKET OF SUMMER AIR... 


AND SO FOLLOWS 
THE SPIRIT... 


THE GODS AND THE GREAT HUNTERS HAD 
CALLED HIS FRIEND HOME. YET, SOMEHOW, 
A PART OF HIM WOULD ALWAYS REMAIN... 





NIATAN, HOwr^ 
COULD you TURN 
ON A MEANER OF 
Jl^THE TRIBE? ^ 


W'' voo,«s;::r^ 

V. ‘ ^ inn. ^p|gg 

7 yOUR ACTS OF MOURNING! 

V you MEANT TO KILL SHAGWA 
\ AND you ARE THE CAUSE 
\ OF FAUQUA'S DEATH! A 


rBANISH HIM^ 
BAKKAUN! 

IT WAS IN COLD, 
BLOOD/ ^ 


A I DEFENDED 
MySELF, NOTHING MORE.' 
BESIDES. " 


ALL 

WITNESSED yoUR 
BETRAYAL OF . 
OUR ' ^ 


ONLY THE 
RULER OF THE TRIBE CAN 
^ BANISH ANOTHER. 


• AND THE 
RULER IS. 
V GONE... 


r I AM ^ 
THE RULER 
OF THE TRIBE 
k NOW! A 


^rr IS THE ^ 
ONLY CHOICE 
FOR THE 
^ TRIBE/ A 


I WILL! ^ 

WHO WILL LEAD 
US OTHERWISE 

NIATAN? 

^ you?! J 


^OU CANNOT 
APPOINT 
yoURSELF 
^BAKKAUN!. 


y I WILL FIGHT 
'PRESERVE OUR FiACE^^B 
AND TO PROTECT US... 

I EVEN FROM ONE OF 
K OUR OWN! you ^ 
ARE A MUPO£/?f/? ‘ 
YOU WILL LEAVE THE 
TRIBE MMTA/V... 

^^^^TONI6NT/ ^ 




THE TABOSNAI USE WHAT LfTTLE 
ELEMENT OF SURPRISE IS LEFT AND HURL 
THEMSELVES AT THE MANTAKAL.. 


A LONB SILHOUETTE PASSES HIGH ABOVE 
THE STRUGGLE BENEATH THE TREES... 


^BAKKAUN GET TO^ 
HIGH GROUND!!' 

GET OiTT OF THE 
k. SWAMP!!! U 


■ NIATAN PULLS A PIECE OF 
FLINT FROM HIS SATCHEL... 



^THEY'RE IN 
THE TREES.. 


' THE TACTIC IS USED TO AWSK J 
AN ATTACKERS NUMBERS AND THeI 
TA80GNAI USE n MSTERFULLyI 


. AND THE M/SW7y HUNTERS... • 
FIND THAT THEYMiB THE PREY! 


.AND GMN6 LIFE 
TO A FLAME... 


HE LETS THE 
BRILLIANT FLASH 
FALL... 







IT IS NOW BAKKAUN WHO LEADS THE TRIBE ON 
THE TWO DAT TREK INTO THE BADLANDS... 


A BARREN WORLD; ALIVE WITH SULFUR, 
VOLCANIC ACTIVITY AND SEYSERS... 
WITH Rfi/ERS OF OIL, TAR AND MAGMA 
CARVING THROUGH THE TERRAIN. 


THE MANTAHAI COME TO 
A SHALLOW MARSH WITH 
AN ISLAND IN THE CENTER. 


THIS IS 

THE PLACE I HAVE 
HEARD NIATAN 
SPEAK OF LORD 


THEN WE ^ 
HAVE FOUND THE 
ENTRANCE TO THE 
ENEMIES DEN... 


‘ THE SUNLIGHT IS 
DIM THROUGH THE 
HAZE OF GAS AND 
FUMES EMANATING 
FROM THE SWAA\PS 
^STAGNANTNATER... 


AND TO MAKE 
MATTERS WORSE. 


IN SPITE OF INADEQUATE 
VISIBILITY, THE MANTAKAI 
CONTINUE ONWARD; EYES 
STINGING AND IRRITATED 
1 BY THE FUMES AND , 
\ TOXIC VAPORS... 


THE SUN WAS 
SETTING RAPIDLY. 




INSIDE THE THICK OVERGROWTH OF TREES, 
MAtfTAKA! COME TOA CLEARING... 


-THERE WERE SIGNS OF INHABITANTS, 
YET ALL APPEARED TO BE QUIET... 


WE JUST 

. MIGHT BE IN LUCK...^^^H 
IT LOOKS AS THOUGH 
> THE BEASTS HAVE 

^^^GONE... guj 

THEY WILL 
RETURN. . . 


THIS IS 

MOST DEFINITELY 
THE NEST! WE 
WILL WAIT HERE 
jhf^UNTIL... ^ 


SUDDENLY, A CHILL RUNS 
UP BAHHAUN'S SPINE... 


A CHILL THAT 
MAKES HIM UNEASY. 


LIKE HE HAS TAKEN 
SOME UNSEEN BAIT... 


LIKE HE IS 
BEING WATCHED. 







THE AIR SROWS COLD... 
BEYOND THE RING OF WARMTH. 


LIKE FAUQUA-, NIATAN 
NOW STANDS BEYOND THE 
CIRCLE OF THE TRIBE... 


BEYOND THE 
FUNERAL PYRE. 


60NE LIKE 
THAT BLANKET OF 
SUAWER AIR... 


IN SEARCH OF THE ENEMY.. 
IN SEARCH OF REVENGE! 


AS THE TRIBE TRAVELED 
ACROSS THE PLAINS 
WITHOUT HIM... 



BAKKAUN'S WORDS 
RINSOLTT... 


BURNING LIKE i 
r A BONFIRE OF ' 
I THEIR OWN... 


WORDS OF HONOR, 
LOYALTY AND PRIDE. 


ALL THAT WMrAW 
ONCE CALLED HIS OWN,' 
WAS GONE NOW... 


FIGHTINS TO SAVE 
FACE, NIATAN STOOdJ 
TALL AND PROUD... I 


AND IT WAS NOT 
UNTIL THEY WERE 
FAR OFF PAST 
THE HORIZON... 
UhfTIL THEY WERE 
FAR, FARAWAY... 


AND GONE 
FROM SIGHT. 


BEFORE HE HUNG HIS 
HEAD IN SORROW... 






NATAN WATCHED, AS BAKKAUN 
LED THE TRIBE IN THE DIRECTION 
OF THE BARREN WORLD... 














1 IT ISNfTES THE THIN LAVER OF OIL • 
f ON THE SURFACE OF THE SWAMP... 
|aND floods the nest WITH i.«5Wr. 


NtATAN SURVEYS THE MELEE AND 
CAREFULLY PICKS HIS TARGET... 


HE LEAPS FROM THE BRANCHES 
OF THE HIGH TREE TOPS.... 


AND WTTH REVENGE DECIDING HIS PATH. 




, NOW wnnour a leader, 

FRIGHTBNBD AND CONFUSED. 
THE TABOGNA! SCATTER. 


NIATAN REMOV/ES 
THE NECKLACE 
FROM THE DEAD 
^TABOGNA! LEADER. 


^ HE PLACES rr 
AROUND HIS NECK. 


ALL THINSS ¥fflONG, 
CAN BE MADE RIGRT 
ASAIN IN TIME... 



THERE IS A RENEWING 
OF FATTN, AND A PLACE 
FOR REDEMPTION TO 







I RBAiEMBBP A LOOK OF LON6IN6 IN 
THE ©AZE OF LEADERS BEFORE ME... 
A STARS THAT BEGS TO ALL WHO 
OARS TO LOOK CLOSE ENOUGH... 


ASKING NOTHING MORE THAN TO DO 
WHAT IS RIGHT, TO BE RBGARDBD AS 
JUST, AND MOST OF ALL, TO PROTECT 
THOSE WHO GIVE THEIR TRUST. 


AND NOW, I 

I MUST SPEAK rr. 


Tc 

"FORTUNATE. IS ONE WHO'S L 

jjji j 

EARS HAVE HEARD WISDOM, 1 
WHEN rr HAS BEEN SPOKEN." | 





FT 













■|fl THIS WILL BE MV STANCE... 

rr IS NOT HOW rr was first 
intended TO BE... 

BLTT, WHAT IS EVER HOW 

^ .. s 1 




- 1 

WHATEVER THE REASON, ] ^ 
^HtHIS IS THEOLO'COiHE... A. 

AND X NOW HAVE THE )jF 
CHANCE TO RULE... 7 

aMV s'B 




V U 




PERHAPS I SEE THROUGH H 
OPEN EYES NOW... H 

J FOR ALL I DESIRE IS THE 

K*^A PROTECTION OF MV SP£C/eS.tJ5 



Wt^^ESERVATION... AND FOR THE 

FIRST TIME, PEACE IF IT IS POSSIBLE. ^ 







so WWATS 

f THIS ALL ABOUT? ^ 

■mis piAce. PoesN'T ’ 
UOOK LIKE AU THTF 
SETUP TO ME-ANO TWE 
OORE THAT PRAS5EP 
US HERE SOMEHOW > 
L JUST POESN'T ^ 
SEEM-. 


PSRSONAA 
SECURITY 
FORCE IF 
YOU WILL" 


I CARE^ 
TO miNK 
OF m£M AS H 
EMPAoyees- 


^PAWN^ 
IN MV OWN 
PERSONAL 
^AME.^ 


-OFFICIAL? 


TTjo, N0.>( 
THE IMTF IS 
NOT MY 
V. EMPLOYER-, 


^ UNFOKTUNATELy. 

' mEY HAVE BECOME 
SOMETHING OF AN 
ARROGANT NUISANCE- 
THAT'S WHY I HAVE 
^ SROUCHT YOU 

HERE- P® 


LOCATION; HEAP0UARTER5 OF 
PAYIP COUTRE, PEVELOPEH 
OF NEUCLORON ANP m£ 
BNSINES THAT UTILIZE IT- 


A PIONEER IN mE FIELP OF INTER- 
aANETARY TRANSPORTATION ANP A MAN 
WHO'S IMPORTANCE IS SELF-EVIPEMT. 


ms AiAiVOS 

r OP A miEP APIE , 
mE TOOLS OF HIS 
THAPE ANP I WOULPNT 
. WANT TO PURCHASE , 
GOOP^./ 


Y IT IS VERY 
SIMPLE-YOU USED 
TO WORK FOR A 
^ MIPPLEMAN-- ^ 


r AN OUTSIPE^ 

CONTRACTOR-- 
NOW you WORK 
PIRECTLY 

^ FOR ME. ^ 


/ I miNK IT'S 
A^OCT TIME YOU 
mis POWER 
PLAT PRAMA ANP 
CLUEP US IN ON WHy 
Iw WE'RE HERE. A 


^ ONE STEP HAS ^ 
SIMPLY BEEN REMOVEP- 
TAKE mEM AWAY PRAKOH. 

mEiR IGNORANCE IS 
L BECINNINO TO 
ANNOyUE. 




r VOi ABB X 
LUCKY -^O 
BE ALIVe— 
COUTRE IS NOT 
A PATIENT . 
\ MaM ^ 


^rWHATARTV 
' you POiNO ' 
WORXINO POR 
. A £?UY UK£ i 

^rAwr? V 


Y ^>5 > 
' I'M CONCEHNEP 

YOU ANP YOUR 
BOSS CAN TAKE 

V A PLYINO . 
■1^ L£AP. ^ 


r WE WORK FOH^ 
OURSSLYeS-WX 
ANY ARROOANT 
ON A 

KPOWBR TR/P. A 


Y I ^ 

'COUTRE By CUOICB- 
SOMETHINS YOU 
. PO NOT twyg IN 
^^TRIS MATTgR,^ 


Y^ 

’ WE WORK FOR 
'.wHoeveR'tiB 
IL, WANT'" 

THE HIGHEST 
r SIPPER IS My 
EMPLO/ER OF CHOICE- 
l TEUL yOUR BOSS 
&0 SCSATCH.^ 


^UEAV^ 
BEFORE I 

Lose My 

PATIBNCe. 


CONTACTyOU 

TOMORROW- 


Y SyTHEN 
you swouLP ’ 

HAVE A SHIPMENT 
OF NEuaORON 
&S. TAROETEP. ^ 


^ KOU ARE A'OH' 

WORKING FOR A 
MAN THAT CAN HAVE W 

you eUMINATBP W 
^ ANY INSTAffT... 

I suooEST you 1 
^^■TEMPER yOUR REMARKS. 
I^H I FINP THEM AMUSING. 
BUT THEy MIOHT 
FINP you PBAP. A 


PONT 

COUNT 

^ON rr. 


Y COUTRE WII.U PAy^ 
you WBLL ANP you 
WILL STAY ALJ\/e. NOW 
00 OUT ANP PO WHAT 
L you PO BEST... A 




weve oot 

r SOME THINKING ^ 
TO CO-LOOKS LIKE 
TWEyVE CLTT US LOOSE 
SO LET'S SPLIT BEFORE 
k THEy CHANOE i 
^^TMEIR MINPS.^^fl 


' UP JACK! 
irs TIME WE 
k HIT THE 
^ROAP- A 


' TVIERE (50ES ^ 
THE NBWeST 
RECRUrrS-, 

I HEAR TWEy'RE 

^Qurre goop.. 


Ir COLHRE > 
' POESNT HAVE 
MUCH PATIENCE, 
IF THEy RESIST. 
VjWEy'HE DEAR. 


THE TRIO POESN’T WASTE ANT TIME LEAVINO 
AN UNCOMFORTABLE StTUATTON. JORPAN 
POSSESSES ONE OF THE FASTEST SHIPS 
OWNER By ANyONE OUTSIPE OF THE INTF- 


-PURCHASER WITH PROFITS CBNERATEP 
FROM A LONO CAREER OF PIRACy. 


THE STATION PISAPPEARS CHJICKUY 
INTO THE PACK5ROUNP AS THEIR 
SHIP HITS FULL 5PEEP. 






^ jM LETS OET 
/?\ OUT <X \KllVc- 


E ( THIS PLACE 

CIVES ME THE 

1 





so whatSIJ 
OjRe you -miNKiNo’ 
^Wif-FIGHTOfi. 


I THINK^I 
rrs TIME WE 
piscusseo 

OUR OPr/ONS. 


I JUST^^ 
LO^e & STERN 
k WOMAN. J 


NOT Noyr 
P/JMWN... 
J>L£ASei 


WHOEVER rr^ 
r WAS THAT 5 AIP \ 
V-CHANGe IS GOOO‘’\ 
k IS WRONG 
l^My BOOK. 


If MAyBE^^m 

V A LITRE BIT ^ 
OF BOTH-'LETS 
PAy MONO A VISIT 
ANP MAVSe WE CAN 
JiSPISCOVeR OUR 
^^PERSPECTIVE. ^ 


BUSINESS WASl 
POINC JUSTF/NB 
.UNTIL VESTERPAy 
MORNINO. jA 


HUMAN”'**>v . 
^ LOYALiy ^ 
AMUSes MB- 
LIKE UIREE BLINP 
MICE TH£y FLEE TO 
S^EIR KEEPER^ 


SET ^S. 
' THE SHIPS 
COOHPINATES 
k FOR VBCTOU. 
^ IF I ■A 
^ KNOW HONO ’ 
HE'S ALRBAPy 
V WAITINC FOR . 
^^US. ^ 


activate^^B 
W THE CLOAKINO ^ 
J SHIELP. I PONT 
WANT TO BE PETECTEP. 
i PLANET VELTOU 
\. SHOULP BE THEIR > 
\. PESTINATION. 



SO I THOUGHT. ’ 
I'M APMIP OUR 
SUSINSSS HAS 
<^CMANGBC>. 


~ HONG...\ ^ 
TVItNK you ANO 
I NBBP TO 

HAve A ume 
^ TALK ^ 


I WAS ^N. 

r woNoefUNG \ 
WHEN ro HEAR FROM 
you AOAIN JOROAN- PO 
you HAVE A GBLIVeHy 
FOR ME OR IS rr 
SOMBTHING BLSB 
k THAT you WISH / 
• X^TO DISOUSS-? ^ 


). I'Ul INFORM My 

PUAHPS OF yOUR ” 
ARRIVAL. ENTER AT THE 
MAIN POCK ANP yOU 
k WILL BE ESCORTEP , 
1^ TO My OFFICE. 


THE LATTBR 
OLP FRIENP. 


TAAffyOFOUH 
FRIBNQS WILL 
ALSO BE 
JOINING US. 


'^CQUAIfTTANCBS^ 
PEOPLE OF A SIMILAR 
PROPBSSION. VOU'LL 
SEE WHEN you 
ARRIVE. 


VELTOU. A MOSTLy UNINHABITEP PLANET ^ 
IN THE OCOEE OALAXy. T^IE LANPSCAPE IS 
BARREN ANP OPEN. ..-TAB PERFECT PLACE 
^ FOR A BLACK MARKETEER TO INHABIT, y 


UNWELCOME VISrrORS ARE SIOHTEP 
THE MINUTE TH£y ENTER THE ATMOSPHERE. 
JORPAN ANP HIS CREW ARE ALWATS WELCOME- 


r ivE ^ 

HAP ENOUOH 
SLtRPR/SES 
FOR TOPAy 
^ HONO. ^ 


I ANP TOPAy THERE ARE 
I OTHER VISITORS AS WELL. 






HAH 4 -'LOOK^ 
WHAT Twe CAT 
PRAGOeC^ IN. 


NAME'S FReeze-^ 
THey &0 SACK A LONG 
WA/S... HI’JACICSR 
X^JUST LIKE U5.^^ 


r I TWOUCHT N 

you’p BE t.ocicep 

UP OR PBAP 
By NOW. ^ 


SHALl/ 

. we? . 


^ Wffy NOT?^ 
I CAN'T WAIT 
TO SEE WHO 

ei.se WAS 

V INVITEP. > 


' AfX PRjeNPS. . . ' 

'N^vcom. I THINK 
MOST Of you KNOW 
V EACH OTHER. ^ 
7 THERE IS 
J A LOT OF 
1 TVJi^A^IN JS 
^ \THtS POOtA.f^ 


> IF WE OET^ 
RAIUeP...Vl\. 
Gwcnyou 



W — J(r \ 



1 i 







' m ABB ^S. 

/ CAPIT/JUISTS >. 

( rue puaesT sense > 
JOHOAN. WE 00 WHERE 
THE t/OUt'f IS IN THIS 
\ BUSINBSS AW 
^ COUTHE WAS ) 
\ THE HIGHEST A 


/ — NO NEEP > 
EOR HOSTtUTY 
JORPAN...LETS 
vTAKE A WALK. . 


you ^ 

’should choose 

yOUR CLIENTS 
A urrUE MORE 
\cAB£FUUy. A 


8IPOER. 


-mis 

f PAHTICUluiR ^ 
CLIENT WAS PUBCHASINO 
90X OP My PROPUCT. I 
PON'T QUESTION A 
k MAN'S INTENTIONS A 
(►k^NLESS 


^cws you^ 
our OB THE 
V PICTURE^ 


I HAVE PELIVEHEP V. 

' COUNTLESS SHIPMENTS TO 
PRAKOR WHICH I NOW BELIEVE 
WERE .<Jii RECEIVER BV COUTRE. 
IT SEEMS HE IS HOARDING ALL 
OF THE NEUCUORON. ^ 


NORMALLY 
I PONT OUESnON 
A CLIENT BLrr NOW 
THINOS HAVE BECOME 
'•'^PERSONAL. -- 


^H£ HAS CAPTUR£D^% 
VIHTUALiy ALL OF THE 
KNOWN HI'JACKEHS AND IS 
\fORC!NG THEM TO WORK 
PIRECUy FOR HIM. A 
IF you REFUSE/^ 
( you ARE RISKING 
V YOUR LIFE, y 


Y ‘-'PE WAS^ 
'ALWAYS AT RISK- 
1 COES WITH THE 
L TERRITORY, a 
^ I'LL NEEP ^ 
r yOUR FASTEST 
' SHIP— ONE WITH 
PUENTy OF FIRE 
k POWER IN CASE 
L WE RUN INTO 
^^TROUBLE. < 


YES...UNTIL 'v 

Y PeCEMTUy I NEVER KNEW^ 

'who was actually receivinoT 

I the NEUCLOHON. COUTRE * 

\ KEPT HIMSELF WELL I WOULP^ 
INSULATEP. ^ DELIVER THE 
PRODUCT TO 
PRAKOR AND 
THAT WAS 



PRAKOR. PRAKOR.. 

eSTABUSI^ 
COMMUNICATIONS 
k IMMgPIATgLy. I 


TBiL J 
YOUR 8055 

ne-u HAVE ms 

FIRST PgUVERy 
TOMORROW. 


r C0^JTACT ME ^ 
WHEN you HAVE 
THE NEUO.OHON 
IN yOUR POSSESSION, 
you WILL PEUVER IT 

^p/aecnyTo me . > 


[ TUB CARSO SHIP IS 
Ilocatep in short ORPER. 


^ Qurr SCREWING ^ 
AROUNP ANP SET ’ 
REAPy. HONS ANP 
I FOUNP A SHIPMENT 
TRAVELINS THROUSH 
THE NEXT STAR i 


PAWN. JUST 
WHEN THINSS 
WERE SETTINS 
INTBRBSTING. 


I MAyPAy—MAYPAY \ 

we A!i£ ee/NG attacksp 

PeFBNSeS ARB POWN. 

I REPEAT PBFBNSeS 
\ ARB POWN. ^ 


sysTEM. 

7 INTERCEPT 



. 1 THEM IN FOUR 

A HOURS, rrs t/mb 

' \tO GRAB SOMB 





IN 

OUT PAST... itr 
yOUR WEAPO^S ON 
\JMM08/UZe. 


WE'RE NOT 
TAKINO ANT 
^CHANCES. . 


THE ART OF THE THEFT HAS 
8EC0WE ROUTINE TO THIS TRIO. 


' JUST4/f 
THERE FOR 
A WHILE }\^ 
^HONEy. 

WE'LlS 
BE SONS 
BEFORE you 
CAN SAy...y 


B/NGO 

ms. 


NIIIIIICE. 





r ugrs to/;p> 

UP FAST. THg 
SUPPORT SHIPS 
WILL Bg HgRg IN 
L AN INSTANT. A 


WiSfTrrfi 


^ ANgW^ 
RIPg ANP A 
HSU OF A 
QEUVeRY 
FOR COUTRE. 


exrT„..STA{/g LEFT. 


I ASSUME 
yOUVE FOUN7 
A NEW SHIP? 


PONE.-T*^ 
' MEET ME AT 
COORDINATE 2JXJRR 
^ /MMEP/ATELY. a 


' MISHT 
BE A WHILE, 
GET 

^OMFOBTABLE. 


LET'S 

’ GQOOi AND TAIL HIM ' 
TO FIND OUT WHERE COUTRE 
. IS HIDINO HIS STASH A* 
^HOWMUCH HE HA6- 


MAV8E THEN WE'LL^ 
OET AN IDEA OF WHAT 
k HE'S CAPABLE Of. a 


TO BE CONTINUED 




m'y 

1 

/|P|^ 




God IS MOCKING NE. rrisNT ' 

ENOUGH THAT I, SEBASTIAN 
BROMM, SURSOVED MY TTUALS, ^ 
THREE HUNDRED YEARS OF 
BEING irCKED IN A CCfFlN, C*4Y ■ 
TO BE FREED BY THE SINGING 
OF A WOMAN NAMED DENISE, 

A REINCARNATION OF MY WIFE. 


THE KMON THAT BURIED VE, MAUC 
WAS SEARCHING FOR THE HYMNAL 
MY WIFE POSESSED. IT WAS AN 
ARTIFACT SO POWERFUL THAT HE 
COULD NOT HOLD IT UNLESS IT 
WAS OFFERED TO HIM. 


HE KILLED MY WIFE AND 
ACCLBED h/E CFV\«TCK3?AFr. 
STILL I REFUSED TO OFFER 
HIM THE HYMNAL. 



So MALIC PERFORMED A RITUAL 
THAT WOULD BIND ME IN THE 
GROUND WHERE I COULD NOT , 
REVEAL HIS IDENTITY, OR HIS 
PUN, I WAS CUT TO RIBBONS 
AND SEWN BACK TOGETHER. 

THE POWER HE BOUND ME 
WITH SUSTAINED MY BODY 
IN ITS PRISON. 


AFTER I HAD BEEN LIBERATED ^ 
BYI!«NISESVaCE,iaSCOVERED I 
THAT MALIC’S BINDING MAGIC 
HAD ALSO GRANTED ME THE 
ABILITIES THAT HE HIMSELF r 
POSESSED. SHADOWS WERE 
A WAY OF TRAVEL AND 1 COULD 
JUMP FROM ONE TO THE OTHER 


IN TIME, I DISCOVERED ANOTHER 
ARTIFACT, A MDTAL PUTE WHICH 
SERVED TO TRAP THE SOULS OF , 
DEMONS ONCE THEIR MORTAL 
SHELLS HAD BEEN DESTROYED. 
WITH THE HELP OF THE MAN 
NAMED McCRIMMON, I WAS 
ABLE TO TRAP MALIC AND HIS 
SLAVES IN THE PLATE. 


THE SOUL OF MY WIFE HAD 
OCCUPIED THE HYMNAL 
THESE THREE HUNDRED YEARS. 
SHE WAS A PART OF DENISE 
ALLALCNG. THEIR FRAGMENTED 
SCULS WERE JC»€D AND DENISE 
FOUND A CONTENTMENT THAT 
I IMAGINE FEW SOULS REACH 



r t HAVE LIVED LONGER THAN ANY MAN 
h SHOULDANDIVflSHTOKNCWWHETHER 
L I AM MORTAL. WILL I BE TRAPPED IN A 
f ROTTING MORTAL SHELLf IF SO, THEN 
I’ THE EARTH IS JUST ANOTHER BC9C, ANOTHER 
i . COFFIN I CANNOT ESCAPE. IF I CANNOT 
f BE WHOLE, I WOULD RATHER BE NOTHING, 




Boston I 


. It HAS BEEN MONTHS SINCE 
I FOUGHT MALIC, AND I AM ' 
NO CLOSER TO RNDING THE 
SOLIRCE OF MY EMPTINESS. 


rr FEELS LIKE A HOLE THROUGH MY PETRIFIED ^ 
■ INNARDS AND I AM EAGER TO FILL IT, THESE I 
PAST FEWWEEKS. I HAVE STUDIED MY NEW ^ 
WC«LD. USING MY SHADOWSHIFTlNGABILITYf- 
I HAVE TRAVELLED TO LANDS ON THE OTHER , I 
'SIDE OF THE GLOBE. 


THERE ARE MCNLDvCNTS AND MARVELS 
LWHEARDOFINMYCVrf^TINE. STILL, 
SOMETHING BRINGS ME BACK TO 
BOSTON. IT IS A LARGER CITY THAN 
1 RENBvBER, HAVING EXPANDED OVER 
MOST OF THE SURRCa^WG VILLAGES 
THESE THREE HUNDRED YEARS. 


THE PEOPLE HAVE BECOME AS MUCH A RESUESS 
MOB AS THE ONES WHO BURIED ME AS A WItCH. 

NO MATTER HOW ALIEN THIS CITY IS TO ME, i STILL^ 
COME UPON THINGS THAT SEEM FAMILIAR TONIGHT 
I FOLLOW A MAN WHOSE FACE I RECOGNIZE. BUT c 
DONTREMEIvBBl HE APPEARS TO BE A MAN 1 KNEW 
BEFORE MY IMPRISONMENT, BUT HOW COULD ^ 
THAT BE POSSIBLE? 




I A '■ilbRC uulside Boston 
I 1695 


(30CTJMANRB?Ce,^''>s^ 

V SWTH HAS ASKfD ^ 
A€ TO (SO TO BOSTON ON BUSINESS. 

I TMSUiSHT I MI(SHr SA/ OCOPB/E 
^ TO you BEFORE I LEFT. I fm . 

V NOT SEE you FOR QUITE / 
»tW SOMETIME. 


LCNOER THAN y(QU TMM<, OOCOtm^ WOm. 
I'M MOVINfS OUT OF THE VILLAGE. THIS 
PLACE HAS BECOME A HARBOR OP MALICE 
ANP HATE. I HAVE SEEN NBIOHBORS ANP 
FRIENPS IPLy ACCUSE EACH OTHER OF 
CONSCRTIMS WITH PEMONS. THIS VILLA-SE J 
WAS (ONCE A PLACE WHERE THERE WERE 
NO SECRETS TO KEEP. 1 


■ I COULP HEAR THE WOMEN 
COSSIP FROM THE MEETING 
HOUSE, BLIT NOW, THPy capLy 
TaERATE ONE ANOTHER. TH£y 
ARE A PACK OF VSCLVES REACV 
TO TIPN ON THEIR OWN WOfJCEP. 


■ you CANT EKPECT^'""^ 
' THE VILLAGE TO SIMPLy ^ 
ACCERT THE EVIL THAT SURROUNPS 
s. US IN TH6 WCRLP. TRUST MNSTER^ 
\>.._^SMITH TO OUlPE US._^^ 


WELL I 5HOULP 
r HOPE NOT. I A6KEP ^ 
HIM TO LOOK IN ON MV WIFE 
ANP My PAUCHTER ABSy 
k WHILE I AM AWAy. I J 
TRUST HIM. 


HOW FAR iSCOPMAN^^B 
BROMM? I'M LEAVING TO 
PROTECT My FAMILy. I PEAR 
WHAT THE MINISTER'S OUlPANCE 
kiJ MIOHT MEAN TO THEM. 


I FEAR MJNISTER^^ 
SMITH AAAy BE THE SOURCE 
^ OF THE PROBLEM. ^ 




KNEW SO LONG AGO, WHY HAS HE NOT 
AGED A DAY? I HAVE FOLLOWED HIM ' 
THRCUGHCUr THE QTY IN NO CSSCERNIBIE 
PATH AS IF HE WERE TRACKING AN ANIMAL ' 
PERC2WASALWYSAFINEHlWTER,BUrTHE^ , 
' ARE NOT HIS WOODS AND THIS IS NOT 1695. 


WHY ARE YOU ^ 
All WEABIWe pgRRIN'S 
0RANPIN0? POMTYOU 
REALIZE WHO HE 


HE'6 THE UEAPER 

^ OP THE TRIBE. HE'5 NEVER ^ 
LET U5 POWN IN THE PAST. IF IT 
WERENT FOR FERRIN, NONE OF 
k US WOULP HAVE MAPE IT PAST . 
^ THE NINETEEN HUNPREPS-^ 


HE CALLEP US 

TOGETHER, SAVEP THE PACK, 
^MAPE US WHAT WE ARE- > 


ANP WOULP THAT ^ 
SAME MAN ORPER A HOLY 
WAR? WOULP HE PUSH US 
^ TO TURN ON EACH OTHER 
L.. LIKE ANIMALS? ^ 


FERRIN SAYS WE 

r ARE ANIMALS, JUST AS ^ 
AN ANIMAL WOULP TEAR OFF ITS 
LEG RATHER THAN BE TT3APPEP, WE 
^ MUST ELIMINATE THE WEAK SO y 
^^THAT WE GAN 


WE ARE NOT ANIMALS' 

^ WE ARE NOT HUMAN, BUT WE ^ 
ARE NOT ANIAAALS-' LISTEN TO ME, FERRIN 
. HAS CHANGEP. THIS IS NOT THE SAME > 
MAN WHO LEP TMB CAU. 


Modem day Boston 
Gallecki's Storage Warehouse 








■ 4S» Ip. _ 



HE'S POSESSEP BY ANS. 
' ANCIBNTONe, A PEMON OF 
IMMENSE POWER. FERRIN HAS 
ENSLAVEP YOU. YOU MAY NOT 
W REALIZE IT, BUT HE OWNS > 
’Ss^U, 80PY ANP SOUL^^^ 


PERRIN THOUGHT YOU 

< MIGHT 666 rr THAT WAY. YOU'VE > 
B6GCME A LIABILITY TO THE PACK. YOU’RE 
. THE WDUNPEP LEG FIERCE, ANP . 
IPS HIGH TIME WE CH6WEP ^ 
YOU OFF. 




, I DON’T KNOW WHY THESE 
STRANGE CREATURES DIDN’T 
, SCENT ME. BUT I’M NOT 
i DISAPPOINTED. IT GIVES ME 
THE ELEMENT OF SURPRISE. 

' 1 STRIKE FROM THE FLANK. 

AND AM ABLE TO TOP THE 
> FIRCT, BUT PIERCE IS LEFT TO 
CONTENDWITHTHE OTHER 
TWO. THIS CREATURE’S FLESH 
’ IS DENSE AND ITS MUSCLES 
SEEM ALMOST TOO LARGE 
, FOT ITS FRAME 


L ITS STRENGTH IS ALMOST A 
MATCHFCRMYOWM rTMGHT ^ 
3 EASILY CVEI50WER>»E, Burns 

^ MO/EhiENTSAIEl^OCaCiNATED J 

I AS IF BEING CONTROLLED BY 1 
I SOMEONE ELSE. I HEAR ITS 
5 KvfOSSIBLY LARCH SKUICRAOC cj 
V«TLY BENEATH MY FISTS. PERCH | 
L KILLS TFESECXHD(>IE,BUnHE c 
r THRDBTOOraVlCXB. FEECESNT ‘ 
SEEWfiPPSC^CH rrSACCWWXYATlXX 


FERRIN WILL HEAR 
r OF THI6. AAAKE NO MSTAKE, ^ 
THERE WILL BE BLOOP FOR BLOCX>. 
. THIS TRIBE NO LONOER HOLPS A 
1^^ PLACE FOR YOU PIERCE. ^ 



WHO ARE YOU? 

IF YOU MEAN TO KILL ME, 1 
ASSURE you THESE INJURIES 
ARE NOT AS BAP AS J 
^ THE/ SEEM. 


r HOLP, OOOPMAN PIEROE^^^ 
M/ NAME IS SEBASTIAN BROMM.^ 
I FOLLOWEP you HERE. I WISHEP 
TO KNOW WHy you HAVEN'T 
. AOEP A PAy IN THREE ^ 
HUNPREPyEARS.^^^ 


yes. you MUST be^^^^H 

BROMM. I RECOONIZE yOUR ^ 
VOICE, ANP NO ONE HAS CALLEP ME 
“OOOPMAN PIERCE' IN HUNPREPS OF 
. yEARS. BUT HOW CAN THIS BE? AAAH, 
you MUST BE ONE OF HIS STITCHERy MEN.' 
THAT EXPLAINS HOW yOU'RE HERE. IN My 
CASE LyCANTHROPy HAS KEPT ME VITAL. 
THESE WOUNPS SHOULP BE CONE WITHIN 
MINUTES. My FAMILy ANP I WERE 
ATTACKEP By A PACK OF WOLVES WHEN 
WE LEFT THE VILLACE. ONLV I SURVIVEP, 

. WITH My NEW 'CIFTS.' AFTER I HEARP . 
^ WHAT THEy PIP TO yOU, I THOUCHT ^ 
IT BEST NOT TO RETURN TO^^fl 
^^^^^THE VILLACE^^^^^^H 


THIS FERRIN yOU 

r SPOKE OF, you SAIP HE WAS ^ 
' A PEMON, THAT 60METHINC POSESSEP ” 
iHIS BOPy, I'VE FOUCHT 6UCH A CREATURE, , 
IL CALLEP MALIC. IT HAP INHABITEP ^ 
MINISTER SMITH'S BOPy. 

^ I'M AFRAIP you WERE RICHT ^ 
r ABOUT HIM ANP WHAT HE COULP PO 
Lto the people of our VILLACE. if FERRIN 
^ IS ONE OF THESE PEVILS, THEN I ^ 
CAN PESTROy IT. 


WITH WHAT? 



I CONT KNC7W 

TWE PLATE IS MAPE Of, BUT 
r IT HAS THE ABILITY TO FORCE THE ^ 
PEAV>JS FROM THEIR BOPIES ONCE THEY HAVE 
BEEN KILLEP. IN ORPER TO PESTRO/ FERRIN, I 
. WILL HAVE TO USE THIS IN CONJUNCTION WITH 
^ANOTHER ARTIFACT. IF HE IS A^fl^HINC LIKE> 
^ MALIC, THEN HE IS FAR MORE ^ 
^ POWERFUL THAN THESE POOR SOULS. ^ 
THEY HAVE REVERTEP TO THEIR HUMAN FORMS 
IN PEATH. WATCH AS THE PLATE TRAPS THEM. 
*C' smcM, smcM, stitch. 


YOU SEEM WELL 
ACQUAIMTEP WITH THESE 
^ RITUALS. WAS SMITH RIOHT 1 
ABOLIT YOU BEINC A WITCH? OR. 

IN BURYlNiJ YOU, HAS MALIC SOMEHOW 
.ORANTEP YOU SOME OF HIS POWER5?i 
IL YOU HAVE LOST YOUR SCENT, 'jA 
^^^JUST AS FERRIN PIP^^^^H 


I'VE SUSPECTEP AS 
MUCH FOR Qurre SOME 
W TIME NOW. ITS LIKE A PUZZLE ^ 
I WHERE HE'S TAKEN SOME OF THE ■ 
ft REAL PIECES ANP REPLACEP T>IEM WITH M 
^ HIS OWN. I CAN FINP PARK ANP VTTAL 
^ SHAPEP MOVINO ABOUT WITHIN THE ^ 
^ SHAPOWS. I REMEMBER EVERY SECONP ^ 
OF MY IMPRISONMENT UNPEROROUNP. ITS 
A JOKE YOU KNOW, IF I HAP KNOWN WHILE 
. I WAS TRAPPEP THAT I COUP TRAVEL THBCUrH , 
►^SLWOWS THEN PERHAPS I CCU.P'VE SUPPEP A 
FREE RJCHT AWAY, BUT THEN I MIOHT 
LACK THE HATE ANP INSIOHT IT HAS 
OlVEN ME. SOMETIMES I CAN HEAR MY 
WIFE'S HYMNAL SPEAKINO TO ME, THE SOULS 
IN5IPE CRY OUT FOR FREEPOM, ^ 
FOR REPEMPTION. 


' THINK YOU'RE 
INSANE. NO 
OFFENSE. . 


NONE TAKEN. 
LET'S FINP FERRIN. 



■L THE AWN WHO 

\ ' / oeempYBP awuic was \ 

J i / WriH PlERCe. H£ WAS JUST 

AS you PBscaeep him. what 
IF H£ COMBS HSRE? THERE 
ARENT AN/AAORE OF US IN THE, 
. •■ . ;X BUILOINO. EVERVONE IS > 

•* , - -- IN HIPINO. -^■■■ 

^B^'^u're not 

BRAVE WITHOUT A MOB 
w 6EHINP you. BE ASSUREP 
W THAT PIERCE WILL COME HERE 

■ FIRST. IF HE HAS ONE OF 

■ MALIC'S STITCHERy MEN, THEN 

^HE HAS THE ABILITY TO THAVEL.^^^^^^H 
ANyWHERE HE PLEASES. 

YOU BETTER HOF^ HE HASNT 
^ PISCOVEREP ANy OF HIS OTHER 
ABIUTIES. MALIC WAS ONE OF THE A^T 
POWERFUL OF THE ANOENT ONES. HIS 
. CREATIONS ARE lAMAENSELy STRPNO, 
k.MPST OF THEM JUST PONT KN0W.^KX^^^H 
HOW TO USE IT. 


you CANT^=^ 
MANIPULATE THE TRIBE \ 
V FOREVER. THIS INTERNAL WAR \ 

■ OF yOURS WILL 6ENP US BACK TO \ 

■ THE PARK AOES. OUR NLWBERS I 
^WILL BE SOATTEREP ONCE IW>RE TO/ 

BE HUNTEP By HUMANS. ,< 
^ WHO ARE you TO CHOOSE WHICH 
'of US ARE V«RTHy TO HL« WITH THE PAXT 
you WERE CU3 TRUSTEP SAVIOR ANP NPW 
. yOU'VE LET THE HATEFUL THINO IN5IPE . 
^you REPUCE you to the level of ^ 
^■^^THE MOB'S MENrALI1Y;^^^H 


I WAS THE FIRST OF 
you, BUT I HAVE NEVER MAPE 
Y ^ PEOISION FOR you. I PIPNT SERVE ^ 
^ THE CALL WHICH BROt^HTAaLyOANTl^PESl 
T05ETHER THEy CHOSE ME. I WAS JUST A TCCL 
OF THE MOB. IF IT HAPNT BEEN ME, IT WOULPVE 
> BEEN SOMEONE ELSE. PERHAPS IT WOULPVE k 
kBEEN MALIC, OR ONE OF THE CnHER ANCIENT^ 
ONES BUT THERE WOULP HAVE 
BEEN SOMEONE. 



NO/ THERe'6 ALWA/6 

T A cwotce. you coulp have ^ 

PONE OOOP WITH THE POWER 
THE/OAVEyOU you (2XJLP HAVE LEP 
THEM TO PEACE. IN6TEAP, YOU CH06E 
k TOAaJSETHATFCWER. VOU CHOSE ^ 
^ TO SET THEM ACAINST ^ 
^ THEMSELVES. 


rr WAS ALWAys you.^^ 
r CAN you HONESTiy SAY ^ 
THAT you COULUNT HAVE 
WALKEP AWAY? THERE ARE NO 
, SMART ANP RIOHTEOUS MOBS, , 
^ JUST STUPIP, FEARFUL ^ 
INPMPUALS. 


HSY! 


WHAT THe 



^ AWLIC SHOJUP 
^ BURNep yoj. HI6 STTTCklERy'^ 
M£N HAVe AUWAVS BEEN SUCH 
A NUISANCE. I AM TIREP OF 
HA'/INO TO Kia THEM OFF. I PO 
NOT HtWT THEM TWEV ALWAVS , 
V come BEOOINtr ME FOR A 
\TH£IR OWN PBMISE^^^B 


IS THAT WHAT 

r YOUVE COME FOR? ^ 
YOU WANT TO KNOW HOW 
TO DIE, SO THE H3U CAU66P 0/ 

. Aa THE PAIN ANP LCNEUNESS 
CAN FINALLY BE A 
FILLEP? 


WHY POES EVERYONE^^H 
^ CHOOSE ME TO AWKE THEIR ^ 
PECISIONS? CANT THEY SEE 
ME FOR WHAT I AM? I AM FERRIN, 
•THE PESTROYER,* 'THE RUINER,' 
V ANP STILL THEY CHOSE ME.^ 


BECAUSE YOU ^ 
CANNOT REFUSE THEM. 




FERRlN^UW36GfiJNDOUr 4 
HIS LAST BREATHCwHICH I 
CARKV'WELL IN THE NIGHT J 
m. THIS DCESNT FEH, THE 1 
SANE AS VMEN I KILLED NMUd 
THERE HAD ALMOST BEEN 4 
REMORSE IN FERRIN^ VaCE. 
WAS IT FERRIN HIMSELF, OR i 
THE DEMON INSIDE HIM? 


YOLiV LIKE TO 
KNOW MOW I KlUUEP 
TVe OTH0R STTrOBV /'©A 
lU BET TWE PAIN ANP L066 
OROW PA/ Sy PAT. WELL 
I'M NOT (SONO TO THX /OU. 
ifclTHIS TIME I CMOOSE.^ 


WITH T>C PLATE AND HYNm. I 
BEGIN THE RITUAL I USED TO 
REMOVE MALIC’S SOUL FROM 
ITS RUINED BODY. HOWEVER, 
NOW IT IS MORE OF A MERCY 
KILLING, LIKE SHOOTING A 
HORSE WITH A BROKEN LEG, 
AS FERRIN’S SOUL IS BEING 
SLOCED INTO THE PLATS I HEAR 
THE SCUS TRAPPED IN MY WEE’S 
HYMNAL CALL OUT, IT IS THE 
SOUND OF SADISTIC JOY, OF 
TORTURED BEINGS SCREAMING 
FOR VENGEANCE AND THEN 
EBHNG INTO SLEEP CNCE MCRE. 





St. Michad'fi 
Cathedral 


vone 

r peoptg A ses'/ice. ^ 
WrrVOJT P6f5RN'6 INFLUeNCC, 
THEy CAN MAKS UP TH0R 
^ CWN MINP5, eNR3R^:g . 
^1}^£IR OWN Pes-TlKf/. ^ 


ICWTTMNKI'Vt^^ 
r HELPEP AN/CNE HERE. 1 
VO you REAay TVIM< ANrTMt*/] 
. EXCEPT PEfiBN WA6 KEEPNO i 
^yOlC PEOPLE TOGETHER? ^ 


Fwell...we HAVE^ 

OUR PRIPE. WE ALU 
^SHARE THE HERTTAOE 
k. OP OUR *OIFr. ^ 


^^^YOJR PRTOE 
^WHAT WAS TEAHf^ yOUR^ 
r PEOPLE APART. THEY BECAME 1 
' Oe^i^eiY CONCERNEP wnw 
WHICH OF THEM WAS THE PUREST. 
.THEY STCPPEP BEINO IN17V1PLWLS 
L ANP BECAME THE MOB THAT ^ 
^^ERRfN COULP^^' REFUSE^^f 


1 SUSPECT THINOS ^ ^ 

^ WILL RETURN TO THE WAY ^ 
^THEY WB?E BEFORE HE CAME AICNO^ 
THERE WLL BE IfCEOSIOJ ANP CHAOS, 
THEN YOUR PEOPLE WILL SCATTER. 
WITH THEIR NUA1BERS SO PWINPLEP, 

. THEYtC PROBABLY HAVE TO GO \KTO. 
UtaNG. GO BE PROUP. I ^ 
HAVE BETTER THINCS 




To be published by 
>r?e! Rey in March 
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Winter is settling on the land. Uncle Mather, but somehow, fit- 
lingly, it seems quiet and soft, as if the season will be gentle this vear, as if ' 
Nature herself, like all the folk of the land, is in need of respite. 1 do not know 
how I ^niie that this will prove true, but 1 cannot deny that which my 
ranger instinas tell me. Perhaps it is just that 1 am in need of respite, Uncle 
Mather, and I know that Pony is, as well. Perhaps my belief chat the season will 
be gentle is no more than hopclul thinking. 

Still, Pony,Juravicl, and I heaid few reports offi^iing, even of any 
sittings of goblins, powrics, or giants all during our mum trip from Si.-Mcrc- 
Abelle, Our journey nonh from Palmaris to thesistcr towns of CaerTinclIa and 
Landsdown was without incident, with the only substantial ganison in the 
r^on being a contingent of Kingsmen sent from Ursal to reinforce Palmaris. 
The)- subseouenily struck out north of the dry to help secure the resettlement 
ofihchandfol of communities in the region north of Palmaris’ farms. 

We have heard of few skirmishes in the weeks since our arrival; 
mostly it has been quiet, comfortably so. Tomas Gingerwan, who leads the 
three hundred daring scttlets, and Shamus Kilronney, captain of the Kingsmen 
brigade, speak hopefully of a return to normalcy by the time winter relinquish- 
es its grip on the land. 

A return to normalq-i 

They do not understand. Many have died, but many will be bom 
to take their places; many homes have been burned to the ground, but they will 
be rebuilt. And so in the coming months the r^ion may outwardly resemble 
what we once knew as our "normal’ lives. 

But ! have i/od this toad before, Uncle Mather, after the first sack- 
ing of Dundaiis-before I came to know thelbuel'alfar, before 1 found you-and 
I know the scars of this war will be lasting. It is in the hearts of the survivors 
where the mark of the demon dactyl will remain, in the grief of those who lost 
friends and fomily, the shock of those displaced, the pain of those who return 
to their former villages to find a blackened field. Thou^ they do not )-ct know 
it, the wry definition of what is normal has changed. Theafiermath of war may 
be more painful than the fighting itself 

Would I sec the world the same way had the goblins not come to 
Dundalis those years mo? Not only was the course of my life changed by my 
rescue by the Toucl'alfar and the training they gave me, but so were my per- 
spectives on reality itscif-my view of duty, of community, es-en of mortality, that 
greatest of human mysteries. 

And so these people are changed in way-s they do not yet under- 
stand. 


My greatest concern is for Pony. The first destruction of Dundalis- 

of which she and I were the only survivors and in which her entire fomily was 
slaughiercd-ncarly broke her, sent her careening down a road that led her to 
Palmaris and a new life, one in which she could not even remember her tragic 
past. Only the love of her adoptive parents saw her through that dark time; and 
now they, too, haw become victims of evil. Tragedy has visited Ifony again. 

When we ran out of St.-Merc-Abellc. our mission there complete, 
our friend Bradwarden freed, she neatly turned around and went back. Had she 
re-entered iliat structure, gemstones in hand, she would have wreaked devasta- 
tion before meeting her ultimate end. 

And she didn’t cate, Uncle Maiher, for herself or for those she 
might have killed. So blind was her rage at the discovery of the mutilated 
corpses of her dead adoptive patents that she was ready to destroy St.-Mcre- 
Abellc and all in ir. to destroy all the world, 1 fear, in one mighty outpouring of 

rage. 

She has been quiet since we left dsc abbey and crossed the Masur 
Delawl into lands more familiar. Setting Bcister O’Comely in place as the new 
proprictor of Fellowship Way has helped to calm her, I believe, helped her to 
find a bit of “normalcy" in her life once mote. 

But ] fear for her and must watch owr her. 

For mysdf, I know nor what the lasting emotional effects of this lat- 
est struggle will be. As with all the survivors. I will grow from the losses, will 
find new insights as I contemplate the nearness of death. I hold few feats now. 
Somehow, amid all the atnage, I have found an inner peace. I know not what 
waits after death. Uncle Mather, and I know that I cannot know, 

A simple, foolish sentence that sounds, and yet it strikes my heart 
and soul as a profound revelation. What I understand now is the inevitability of 
death, whether ihrough battle, disease, or simply age. And beause i understand 
and aaept ihit, 1 no longer fear life. How strange that is! It seems to me now 
that no problem is too daunting and no obstacle too imposing, for all that 1 
have to do is remind myself that one day 1 will be no more, that my body is ulii- 


matcly food for the worms, and 1 am nor afraid to tty. Many times recently 1 
have been asked to stand before hundreds of men and women and explain to 
them the course I think sve should all follow. And while to many peoplc-io a 
younger Eibiyan, perhaps-that would have been uncomfortable-fearing how the 
: audience might view my words, fearing that I would do something foolish, like 
trip and fall down before them all-now that nervousness seems a perry, stupid 

All I need do when so asked is to remind myself chat one day it will 
not matter, that one day 1 will be gone from this world, that one day, centuries 
hence, someone might find my bonts-and the embarrassing stumble, should it 
ever happen, seems like little to fear indeed. ^ 

So the land is at peace, and Eibiyan is at peace, and greater indeed will thai 
peace become if I can find a way to calm Pony's emotional turmoil. 

-Elbryan Wyndon ’ 


Chapter 

vlv 

Passion for Life 

Hie room was dark, the curtains drawn, but the ranger could see 
the gray of the predawn sky around their lace-trimmed edges. Instinctivdy he 
reached behind him, seeking ihccomfoning, warm feel of his lover’s body, but 
she was nor there. 

Elbr^n rolled over, surprised. Pony was not in the bed, nor even in 
the room, he realized as his eyes adjusted to ihcgloom. With a groan, for he was 
not accustomed to sleeping in any bed, let alone a soft one-and ibis one was 
especially pillowy, for the folk of the towns had given the ranger the finest bed 
in Cacr Tinella-Elbryan rolled off the bed to his feet, straightened, and 
stretched. Hewenitoihe window, notingthat Pony’s fine sword was not beside 
his own. That did not alarm him, thou^; as he came mote fully awake, he 
could guess easily enough where she was. 

When he pulled aside the curtains, he found that it was later than 
he had believed. The sky was thick with gray clouds, but he could tell that the 
top half of the sun was already pecking over the horizon. And the days this time 
of year were shortest of all, for they were now in the month ofDccambria, the 
twelfth and last, and the winter solstice was less than three weeb away. 

A san of the forest nonh of the town showed the ranger the expect- 
ed firelight. He went ihrougli a series of slow, exa^erated movements then, 
sliding low to the floor then back up, arms wide stretching, as he limbered up 
his six-fool three-inch, two-hundted-and-ten-pound, muscular frame. ITicn he 
pulled on his clothes and cloak quickly, wanting to join his love, and took up 
the magnificent Temper, hisclven-fo^ed sword, the sword of his uncle Mather, 
the emblem of his position as ranger. 

His room was on the northern edge of town, as he had tequeted, 
and so he saw few of the townsfolk as he rushed away-past a corral and the skde- 
lal remnant of the barn he and Juravicl had burned on one escape from the 
monsters who had previously held Gcr Tinella-and out into the fotet. 

A blanket of snow had settled thickly about the region only a week 
ago, but the weather had turned warmer since then. Now a low fog clung above 
the ground, blurring the trails, hiding the leafless branches. But the ranger knew 
the small, sheltered field he and Pony had chosen for their morning ritual: the 
civen sword dance, bi'ndle dasada. 

He came upon her qui«!y, boih not wanting to disturb her and also 
CO glimpse her at the dance in its truest form. 

And then he saw her and his heart was softened, and all his body 

felt warm. 

She was naked, her feminine frame veiled only by the morning 
mists, her strong muscles listening as they moved through rhe perfirctly bal- 
anced interplay of bi’ncllc dasada, weaving a wondrous dance of balance and 
tnotion. Eibiyan could hardly believe how much he loved her, how much the 
sight of her thrilled and moved him. Her thick blond hair was longer now, 
reaching several inches below her shoulders and trailing her with every turn, as 
the sparkle of her blue eyes seemed to lead her. She held Defender, a fine, slen- 
der sword, its silvercl blade shining in the dull morning light or sparkling sud- 
denly with an orange flare whenever it caught the reflection of ihe ampfirc she 
had lit nearby. 

The ranger crouched and continued to admire her. thinking it iron- 
ic. for it used to be Pony who spied on him at bi’nellc dasada in the days when 
she desired to learn the intricacies of the dance. How well she had studied! His 
admiration was cwofold-one part of him impressed by the beauty of her move- 
ments, the level of harmony she had achieved in so short a time, and the other 
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based in simple lust. He and Pony had no( been intimate in several weeks, not , 
since before the end of summer on the road to St.-Mere-Abelle to rescue | 
Bradwarden, when she had unnpectedly broken their vow of abstinence and f 
seduced him. FJbryan had tried to repeat that passionate scene several times [ 
since, but Pony had steadfa-vily tchised. Looking at her now, he was nearly over- 
wheinicd. Her allure was undeniable, ihesmooihness of her skin, the soft curves I 
of her honed body, the movements of her hip, her legs, so shaply and strong. 
Elbryan could not imaKne anyone mote beautiful or enticing. He realized that 
he was breathing more heavily, that he was suddenly very warm-and though the 
day was not cold for the season, the air was surely not warm! 

Embarrassed, feeling then that he was invading Pony's privacy, the 
ranger pushed the lustful ihou^is from his mind and fell fully into the medi- 
tative edm afforded him by his years of discipline with the Toucl'alfar. Soon he 
left EIhryan Wyndon behind, taking on the aim attitude of Nightbitd, the war- 
rior title given him by the elves. 

He untied his cloak and let it EdI to the ground, then quietly pulled 
off the rest ofhis clothing. Taking Tempest in hand, he walked from the brush. 
So deep in concentration was Pony that she did not notice his approach until 
he tvas within a stride of her, She turned to face him. startled, and did not 
match his smile with her own. 

Her expression, jaw set firm and blue eyes blazing intently, caught 
Nightbitd off guard. He was even more surprised when Pony moved suddenly, 
throwing her sword into the ground near his feet so forcefully that its tip dug 
inches into the hardened canh. 

~l-l did not mean to disturb you," the ranger stammered, at a loss, 
for he and Pony had shared bi'ncllc dasada for weeks, had sword-danced togeth- 
er since he had lau^i it to her, the two working as one that they might bting 
their fighting styles and movements into perfect harmony. Also, both of them 
had come to substitute the sword dance for a different form of inrimac)'. the one 
that they had agreed they could not now share. 

Pony did not reply, except to halve the distance between them, star- 
ing up at him, braihing hard, sweat glistening on her neck and shoulders. 

'1 will leave if you desire,’ the ranger siined to say, but was cut 
short as IHiny reached up suddenly, grabbing the hair on the bad ofhis head, 
moring her body agsinsi his, and pulling his face down, while she ame up on 
tiptoe, locking him in a hungry kiss. 

Tempest still in hand, the ranger’s arms went around her, but loose- 
ly. unsure where this might be heading. 

Pony showed no signs of relenting, her kiss growing more passion- 
ate. hungrier, with each passing second. The meditative state was long gone 
from Elbryan; no more was he the dven warrior. Still, he kept his wits about 
him enough finally to push Pony back a bit, to break the kiss and stare at her 
quesiitmingly. For though they had proclaimed their love for each other open- 
ly. though they wete-in the eyes of all who knew them: in their hearts; and truly, 
they believed, in the eyes of God-husband and wife, they had vowed to abstain 
from marital relations for fear that Pnny, whose duties were no less demanding 
and dangerous than Elbryan's, would b«omc pregnant. 

FJbryan started to ask Pony about that pact of abstinence, but she 
Imcrrupied him with a growl, She readied oitr and pulled Temptest from his 
grasp and threw the sword to the ground, then went back at Elbryan. locking 
him in a deep kiss, her hands roaming about his back, and then lower. 

Elbryan hadn't the strength to protest. He wanted Ikiny so very ; 
badly, loved Pony so wry deeply. Still lacked in the passionate kiss, she slid 
down to the ground, pullingher lover atop her. The ranger wanted this moment 
to last, wanti to savor the twaucy of lovemaking with Pony, so he tried to slow 


Pony roughi)’ pushed him over onto his back and chased him all the j 
way. urgently, hungrily, growling with ever)- determined movement. TTien they 
w’crc joined and alTwas motion and sound. The stunned Elbryan fc ' 


null, trying to make some sense of it al 
been gentle and warm, M ol 


teasing caresses. Now, it was physical, es’cn angry; and the gruntii , , 
sounds esaping Pony's lips were as filled with rage as with desire. FJbryan knew 
^ ' -ic wasn’t angrv with him. but rather that she was re 


cr at al! the world 


she wasn’t angrv with him. but rather that she was releas- 
ic world through him. This was her release from, or denial 
pain. And so Elbryan allowed her to lead him in this most 


ially and emotionally. 

Even when they were done, wrapped in Pony’s cloak and in ach 
other’s arms nar the small fire, there was no conversation, no questions. Too 


'St needed from him, both phys- 


os'erw’helmed and too consumed by the physial release to press the issue, ' 
Elbryan dozed off. and was only half aware when Pony slipped from his grasp, 

He awakened barel)' minutes later, to sec Pony sitting in the mid- ^ 
die ufihe small Reid beside their weapons, with FJbyran's cloak pulled tightly ' " 
about her. He studied the larawa)’ look in her eyes, the glisten of a tear on her 
soft check. 


FJbrvan looked up at the empty grayness of the sky. as confrised as 
he had been when Pony had locked him in that first kiss. And she was even 
more confissed than he. he realized. He decided that he would wait patiently for 
his answers, would let her come to him. 

When she was ready. 

An hour later, when Elbryan returned to CaerTincIla, the town was 
bustling with activity, The ranger came back alone, for Pony had left him on the 
field without a word. She had kissed him tenderly though, perhaps in apology, 
perhaps merely to assure him that she was all right. Elbryan had accepted that 
kiss as explanation enough for the present, for to him no apology was needed; 
but no matter what Pony did or said it would not alleviate his fears for her. 
"ITeir lovemaking that morning had been necessary for Pony, comforting and 
freeing, but the ranger knew that the demons within his lover bad not been 
oorcised. 

He was worr)ing about her. wondering what more he could do to 
help her. as he walked to his appointment with Tomas Cingerwart. 

Though Elbryan arrived eariy. Tomas was already waiting for him 
in the centrally loated barn that served as the town's meeting hall. Tomas was 
a hardy man. not ver)’ tall hut stocky and hardened from years of farming. He 
rose and aiendcd his hand to Elbryan; the ranga clasped it noting that Tomas' 
hand was rough and his grip strong. Elbryan realired that in all the weeks he 
had known Tomas, this was the first time they had shared a handshake. And 
Tomas had a wide smilc-anoihcr ratity-on his dark face. 

Tomas’ plans were in motion, the ranger realized. 

"How fares Nightbitd this fine day?" Tomas asked. 

Elbt)-an shrugged. 

“Well. 1 would guess," Tomas said lightly. “Your bcautifril compan- 
ion ame through town only a few minutes before you, and from the same 
direction-from the northern forest.'Tomas offered a wink as he fin- 
ished. a good-natured gesture and not lewd, but Elbryan returned it with a 
scowl. 

“The arasan has been sponsored, " Tomas declared, clearing his 
throat and changing the subject. “If it wasn't so late in the year, we could depan 
in a few weeks." 

“We must be certain that winter’s grip on the land is ended,' 
Elbryan replied. 

“We?" Tomas asked with a smile. Ever since Elbryan and Pony had 
joined him in Cacr Tinclla. Tomas had been trying to persuade Nightbitd to 
join his 'limberlands-boiind aravan, but the ranger had been elusive and had 
not committed to the jnumey. Tomas had pressed him hard, but fairly, though 
some of the sponsoring merchants would not provide their money and supplies 
unless the ranger agre^ to lead the way. 

Elbryan looked at the hopeful, crooked grin on the weatherworn 
face ofTonias Gingerwart and recognized that the man was his friend. "1 will 
accompany you." he confirmed. "Dundalis ivas my home, and Pony's as well, 
and I believe that wc hai c as great a stake in its rebuilding as any." 

"But what of your duties to the Kingsmen?"Tomas asked. It was no 
secret that Nighibird had been working with Shamus Kiltonney. apiain of the 
Kingsmen brigade, to ensure the security of the land. Shamus and the ranger 
had become friends, so it was rumored, and Pony was reportedly even closer to 
the man. 


"Captain Kiltonney is convinced that the region is secure," Elbryan 
explained. “Pony spoke with him yesterday-and might again be with him this 
morning, discussing his plans for returning his brigade to the south." 

Tomas nodded, but he was obviously not thrilled with the news of 
the soldiers’ impending d^artute. 

“She is trying to consince the aptain to remain a bit longer," 
Elbryan went on, "perhaps through the winter, and even to accompany us far- 
ther to the nonh in the spring. No doubt the King desires the reopening of the 
Timbcrlands as soon as possible." 

“He does indeed," Tomas replied. "The merchant Comli, my chief 
sponsor, is a personal friend of King Danube Brock Ursal. Comli would not be 
so eager to press north unless he was cenain of the King's desire to reopen trade 
with thcTimberlands." 



It aJI scsmd perfectly logical to both men. During the war. many 
sailing ships had been lost or damaged by powrie barrelboats, and the only tim- 
^r large enough to replace masts came from the appropriately named 
TimbeHands. the land of Dundalis. Weedy Meadow, and End-o'-the-World. 

__ "Perhaps Comlis emissary should also speak with Capuin 
Kilfonncy," the ranger suggested- 

Tomas nodd^ "I will see to it.” he promised. “Clad 1 am to have 
Nighibird and Pony along on this dangerous journey, and every sword we can 
enlist will be a welcome addition. 1 n^ not explain my fears to you. for we 
both understand that no one has yet determined the aient of the retreat of the 
demon dactyls army. We ml^t strike out to the north only to find ten thou- 
sand goblins, ^ants, and powrics camped by the roadside, singing their songs of 
cruelty and tonuref 

Eibryan managed to smile at that, for he did not believe the words 
for a moment. There might indeed be monsters up there, but not on the scale 
to which Tomas alluded-not with the binding force, the physical manifestation 
of the demon dactyl, destroyed. 

i only wish that Rt^er l.ockless were here and could journey with 
us," Tomas added. 

“Belstcr will find him if he has returned to Palmaris." lilbryan 
assured him. When Eibryan and Pony had passed thtou^ Palmaris on their 
return from St.-Mere-iMKlIc. they had not only established Belster as the new 
proprietor of Fellowship Way but also had charged him with finding Roger and 
telling the young man of their latest movement once he returned ftom his trip 
with Baron Rochefort Bildeborough to speak with the King. The ranger did not 
doubt that Roger would rush back to Ger Tinella to join him and Pony as soon 
as his duties to the Baton were ended- 

"1 hope he returns before the beginning of Bafivay," Tomas said, 
for the start of the third month marks the start of our journey, unless the 
weather turns against us. limight be that the road will stay clear enough for him 
to get to us, if the weather holds." 

Eibryan nodded, noting ihc tension on the man's face. Tomas was 
eager to go north, as were many others, but they were all taking this unseason- 
able weather too much to han. The end of Calember had brought a fall of 
snow, but that had been almost completely melted by many days of warmer 
w«iher. It was impottant-to the King of Honce-thc-Bcaf, lo the Baron of 
Palmans, lo the merchants, and to men likeTomas-ihat once thclimbcrlands 
was free of monsters, men from Honcc-ihc-Beat be the ones to resettle it and 
restore the timber trade. The Tlmbetlands was the only area that could supply 
the needed logs for ships' masts. By treaty, theTimberlands was not ruled by any 
of the three kingdoms-Honcc-ihe-Bear. Behren, or rugged Alpinador-but it had 
always served the King and merchants of Honce-ihc-Bcar well lo have the 
n^ion populated predominantly by their own. Rumors had come to Gcr 
TInella recently that the Alpinadorans meant to settle ihe deserted Timbetlands, 
and while none feared that such a development would stop the trade in the large 
trees, all realized that it would make ihc merchants of Honcc-ihc-Bcar pay more 


Eibryan had not been able to confirm those rumors and, in fact, 
believed that they mi^i be merely a plant by Comli or some other fearful mer- 
chant to spur the caravan northward sooner. But the ranger couldn’t a^c 
^inst the logic of gening back to the north. And aside from the practical con- 
siderations, there were personal ones. His father, Olwan Wvndon, had gone to 
Dundalis to live on the fioniicr, to trad places where no man had been, to view 
sights never seen by any man, Olwan Wyndon had taken great pride in his deci- 
sion 10 go north and had become the unofficial leader of Dundalis, 

Before the darkness awakened. 

It was also near Dundalis, in a sheltered grove, that Eibryan had 
found the grave of Mather, his long-lost uncic-the clvcn-irained ranger who had 
come before him-and where he had earned Tempest, once Mather's sword. And 
in ihc forest near Dundalis, Eibryan had met Bradwarden the centaur, a dear 
friend now returned to him, it seemed, from the grave itself. And in that same 
forest. Bradwarden had introduced Eibryan to the magnifieem black stallion, 
Symphony, the ranger's mount, the ranger's friend. 

His ties to the r«ion were deeply rooted. Now he felt a duty to his 
dead father and family to go back and help rebuild Dundalis and the other two 
towns, then to serve as their protector, the quiet and little-seen ranger vigilant- 
ly patrolling the forest. 

"Word has it that new seiilcts of the northern land are to be well 
rewarded," Tomas remarked. 


Eibryan looked at him carefully, noted how he tubbed his hands 


tether. If Tomas wanted to go to the Ilmberiands to make his fortune, then 
Qbryan knew the man was in for a great disappointment. The life there was 
hard. Hunting, fishing, foraging, and forming were necessaryaswellas the trade 
in wood. No, a man did not settle in the Ilmberiands to get wealthy; he settled 
there to live in a freedom that could not be found anywhere else. Tomas could 
speak of being 'well rewarded," but Tomas would learn, if he did nor already ! 
bow, that those rewards came from more than the King's gold. 

“We get ahead of praciial thinking," Eibryan remarked, 
“Resettling Dundalis and the other towns depends upon whwher or not the 
monsters have deserted the regon. if they are still encamped. It will take more 
than the four score you mean to bring north to unseat them." 

“That is why we asked Nightbird to lead us." Tomas said with a 
wink, “and Pony." 

“And that is why Pony is trying to convince Gptain Kilronnc)- to 
stay in GerTinclb through ihe winter and then to come wirh us," Eibryan 
replied. "Let us hope ihai he agrees." 

"And let us hope rhai hcand his soldiers will not be needed," Tomas 
added sincerely. 

“Ah, Jilseponic. how sad I am to see that the lighi is out of your 

eyes." 

The melodic voice from above did not startle Pony, for she had sus- 
pected that Belli mar JuravicI was about. She had chosen to come to this forest- 
ed area south of Get Tlndla because it afforded her a view of the distant 
Kingsmen enampment and also with some hope of finding the elf. for JuravicI 
had been away for several days, scouting the southern roads. That morning, 
after Pony had crossed GerTindla, a group of Palmaris' prrison soldiers had 
ridden down the toad past her as she moved quietly ihtou^ the shadows under 
the trees. The riders had already come from the village, she realized, and ihcv 
were headed straight for the Kingsmen camp. 

“How long will clouds fill your eycsl" JuravicI asked, fluttering his 
nearly translucent wings to settle on a branch at her eye level. "When will you 
let the sun sprkle In them again, that those around you might glory in the 
refleaions?" 

‘1 was thinking about my family,” Pony replied. “When I lost my 
mother and father in Dundalis. J losr all memories and thoughts of them for 
years. I would not have that happen to my memories of Gnevis and Petiibwa," 

“But you were young then," said JuravicI, to offer some hope to the 
beleaguered woman. Too young to comprehend such tragedy, and so you let 
the tragedy ^ out of your thoughts. Too young." 

"Perhaps I still am." 

"But ..." theclfstarted to protest, but he saw that Pony didn't blink, 
just kept looking absently toward the Kingsmen encampment. How sad for this 
young woman, who had lived for only a quarter of a century, to have lost two 
families! Looking at her now, JuravicI feared that her beautiful face would never 
brighren again. 

“Tell me of the soldiers who rode in this morn," Pony bade the elf 

suddenly. 

Palmaris garr^n," JuravicI replied, “riding hard. I shadowed them 
and hoped to listen to their conversation, but they did not stop or slow, and I 
heard notasingicachange of words," 

Pony chewed her lip. staring at the distant encampment, and 
JuravicI understood her concern. Had these soldiers come to tell the Kingsmen 
that she and Eibryan were outlaws? 

Baton Bildrfwrough is a friend," JuravicI reminded her. “Your • 
horse and sword are proof enou^ of that, even if you doubt Roger's jtidgment." 

“I do not." Pony was quick to reply. Juravid's point hit home; 
Baron Bildeborough was no friend of the Abellican Church, cenainly. And 
Bildeboroub had shown great feiih in Roger by giving him Greystone and 
Defender, the horse and sword Roger had passed on to Pony, 

These soldiers ate for the Baton, not the Church," JuravicI went 
on. "And with Baton Bildeborough now understanding that it was a man of the 
Church who murdered his beloved ncphew-apparently with the blessings, even 
orders, of the Church hierarthy-he’ll nor take their side against you and 
Eibryan. No matter the promises of the Abcllian Church leaders or the pres- 
sures from the Kingof Honce-ihc-Bear." 

"Agreed," said Pony, and she turned to regard the elf “But did you 
get a good look at the riders? Might Rt^cr have been with them?” 

“Only soldiers," JuravicI assured her. and he did not miss the cloud 
that passed over her fair face. “It b possible that Roger has not yet returned to 
Palmaris from Ursai." 


■| onl)- hoped," Pony replied. 

"You fear for him? He is in ihc company of a powerful n 
Juraviel pointed out, for they had been informed that Roger had gone to Ursal I 
'.viih Baron Bildeboroueh to speak with King Danube Brock Ursa) himself. ! 
"Few on the western sioc of the Masur Delawl north of Ursal wield as much 
power and influence as Baron Rochefon Bildeborough." 

“Except perhaps for the new abbot of St. Precious." 

“But hb power is just that," Juraviel replied, “new. Baron 
Bildeborough holds the superior position, for he has been entrenched in 
Palmarb for many years, the heir to a long line of leaders. So Roger should be 
safe enough.' 

The a^umetit made sense to Pony, and her expression showed 

some relief. 

“Yet still you want Roger back with us," the elf continued. 

Pony nodded. 

"You wbh him to accompany the aravan to Dundaiis," said 
juraviel. for he had some suspicions about Pony's intentions. Like all the 
Touel'allar, Belli'mar Juraviel was blessed with the ability to sit back and study 
a situation, to observe and to listen, and then to reason things through. 

“Roger is a valuable ally, f fear for his safety and prefer that he 
remains with Elbryan until he has learned more about the dangers of the wide 
world," Pony said firmly. 

Her words were spoken calmly, but perceptive Juraviel did not miss 
that Pony's deep-seated resentment of the Church that had evolved into 
absolute haired. “With Elbryan?" he pressed. "With both of you, you mean?" 
Pony mve a noncommittal shrug, and that halfhearted answer only reinforced 
the clU belief that she did not mean to go nonh with the aravan. He let the 
silence linger for a long while, let Pony alone with her thoughts as she stared at 
the distant cnumpmeni. 

“I should go to Gptain Kilronney," she said finally. 

“Perhaps he has been reulled to Wmaris," Juraviel offered. “There 
arc few monsters about." he added when she looks! piuzled. “A force as strong 
as hb mi^t better serve the King in other regions.” 

"There is one troublesome group of powrics to the west that he 
wbhes to destroy before he turns south," said Pony. “And, for Elfaiyan, 1 will 
soon ask Captain Kilronney to spend the winter in Ger Tintlla and then 
accompany the aravan to Dundaiis." 

“Indeed," said the clf. "And wll Jilseponie also accompany the ar- 

His blunt question hit her hard, and she did not reply for several 

seconds. 

“Of course. Elbryan thinks you will go," Juraviel offcfcd. "as does 
Tomas Gingerwan. I heard him say as much." 

"Then why would you ask-" 

“Beause 1 do not bdieve that you intend to make the journey," 
Juraviel explained. “Your eyes arc rutned southward. Will you not return to your 
home?" 

l\)ny was aught and she knew it-she even subconsciously glanced 
south again. "Of course I intend to return to Dundalb," she said. “If that is 
where Elbryan goa, then it is my place." 

"And you have no say which place you two must share?" 

“Do not twbt my words," she warned. 'If ! choose to live else- 
where, then do not doubt that Elbryan will follow me." 

"And what do you choose?’ 

Again amc the shrug. "1 will return to Dundaiis, bur not with the 
aravan." Pony admitted. 

Even ihou^ he had suspected as much all along, the proclamation 
stunned Juraviel. 

"I will return ro Palmarb for a time,” Pony went on. “I wbh to look 
in on Bekiet O’Comcly and sec how he fares with lollowship Way." 

“But you will have the time to go to Palmaris and sec Bclsier, and 
then return before ihc aravan departs," Juraviel rasoned. 

"I have had enough of the norihiand and the filling for now, 
ame Pony's dismissive answer. 

“'ITiat may he half true," the clf replied. Pony looked at him, and 
saw he was wearing a knowing smile. “You believe that your fight has just 
begun. The I'aihcr Abbot of the Abcllian Church has waged war on the fami- 
ly of Jilseponie, and now she mans to take the war to him." 

“I could not begin-" she started to a-ply. 

"No, you could not," the clf interrupted. "Do you intend to travel 




I back to St.-Mete-Abclle to wage war against narly a thousand iMiilc-ttained 
I and magic-svidding monks? Or will you attack Si. Precious and their new 
I abbot, who. according to .Master Jojonah, is the finisi warrior ever to venture 
I forth from St.-Merc-Abcllc? And what of Elbryan?" the clf pressed, following 
1 Pony then, for she started to walk away. “How will he feel when he larns that 
you deserted him, that you could not irasi him to join this course _vou have cho- 
sen for yourself?" 

"Enough!" Pony snapped, spinning to face him. "1 am not desert- 
ing Elbryan." 

“Ifyou go to svage war privately, then jxiu are." [• 

“You know nothing about it.' | 

“Then tell me.’Thc simple manner in which Juraviel spoke aimed I 
Pony considerably, reminded her that the elf was a friend, a true friend, to be I 
trusted. I 

“1 do not go south to wage war," she aplained, “though do not i 
doubt that I intend ro repay the Abcllian Church for the pain it has brought I 

Ashiver coursed Juravicl's spine he had never hard Pony sound so 1 
cold before-and he did not like it, not one bit. I 

“But that will wait," Pony went on. “Dundaiis is the primary bsuc I 
for Elbryan and for Roger, if he ever returns to us. And 1 know that wt all I 
must wait to dbcover what transpired during Baron Bildcborough’s meeting | 
with the King. Perhaps my war with the Church will not Ise so private after all." I 
“Then why do you look south?" Juraviel asked quietly. I 

“On the road to St.-Mete-Abellc, when I thou^i we would meet a I 
dark end or that this issue-all of it-would be resolved, 1 seduced Elbr)-ati." j 

“You are husband and wife, after all," the df replied with a grin, j 

“Wc had made a pact of abstinence." Pony aplained. "for we 

fared-" 

“You are with child," Juraviel realized, hb golden eyes opening 

Ikiny, neither with words nor nptession, denied it. I 

“But perhaps you arc wrong," Juraviel offered. " ITut was but a few I 
weeks ago." I 

“I knew the morning after we made love." Pony assured him. “I j 
know not if it is my work with the gemsioncs, the soul stone in particular, or 
perhaps it b merely the miracle of life itself, but 1 knew. And all that has 1 
happened-or mote pointedly, not happened-in the ensuing weeks has shown 
ih. 1 t 1 am with child, Bclii’mat Juraviel." 

Juraviel’s smile widened all the more as he considered the poicntial 
for this child, born of such parents. 'I'hai smile dissipated though when Juraviel 
looked up to consider Pony's frown. 

“You should be joyous!" he said to her. "This is an occasion ftir cd- 
ebration and not for scowls." 

“The war is not nearly at its end." Pony said. "Dundaiis has yet ro 
be reclaimed.' 

“A minor issue." the clf replied. “And forget your wars. Jilseponie 
V/yndon. Consider that which is within ) ou the most im|xinant iiiaiicr for you 
and Elbryan." 

Pony did manage a smile at the name Jilseponie Wyndon, the first 
lime Juraviel had ever ailed her that. “You'll not tell Elbryan." she said, "not 
about my plan to go south, and nut about my ... our child. 

“He has a right to know," Juraviel stoned to protest. 

"And so he shall know-by my words and not yxiurs." 

Juraviel dipped a nspectfol bow. 

“I will go to Gptain Kilronney," Pany explained, "l et us see what 
these new soldiers have come about." She walked past him, and the clf fell in 
behind her, ro shadow her movements from the forest. If they were wrong about 
the new soldiers, if these riders had come north in sarch of two outlaws, then 
Juraviel would stand beside his friend. 

The clf spent a long time considering that notion: his friend. What 
would bdy Dasslcrond-ladcr of the Touel’alfir-and the oihcis of ( jer'alfar 
think if they understood the depth of that truth within Belli'mar Juravicl's 
hart? Other dves had befriended Nighibird during his stay in the clvcn valley, 
and Tumun had become close to the man, and to Jilsepnic. But alwavs bcforc- 
when Juraviel decided to go to Mount Aida with the companions to battle the 
demon dactyl and wiicn aftenvard the clf chose to lad human refugees to the 
elven valley; when Dassicrond allowed those pitiful humans in that secret civen 
place; even when Tumun chose to follow the apediiion to Aida and ultimate- 
ly to sacrifice her life-the clvcn choices had been made out of practialit)- and 







the prospccis for gain to ihc elves. Now, though, if Elbiyan and Ponv were lo 
be engaged in a Iwtile. ii would be a fight between humans, a fight that had 
nothing to do with the good of the elven folk, and Juraviel's participation in the 
matter would not change the outcome. 

Yet he would fight with his friends-and die with his friends, if that 
came to pass. Indeed, the elfs choice to go to St.-Mcn.--Abelle to help rescue 
Btadwarden and Jilseponic’s adoptive parents had been based wholly in ftiend- 
ship. 

Lady Dasslerond would not approve. Juravicl knew, for this conflict 
between his friends and the Church was one that must be decided by the 
humans. Juraviel's actions then and now were not in accord with the general 
tenec of elven society, which placed the good of the elves above all, believing 
the life of a single elfsvonh lar mote than those of a thousand of another race- 
even humans, whom the ehts did not dislike. 

But Juraviel would follow Pbny now, and if a fi^t came, he would 
stand and die beside his friend. 

As soon as Elbryan left Tomas-ihe discussion ended by the tumult 
as the Wmaris soldiers rumbled through Caer Tinclla on their way to find the 
Kingsmcn-hc started straight off to find Symphony and ride for the camp. Like 
Pony, he feared that the arrival of these soldiers might have something to do 
with the gemstones and the escape of the imprisoned centaur from St.-Mere- 
Abcllc. Also, he assumed Pony was already meeting with Captain Kilronney. 
The ranger breathed a bit easier as he neared the camp’s perimeter and saw no 
scars of explosive ma^c; if Pony tverc there and the soldiers had tried to take 
her, her magical barrage would likely have leveled half the enampment! 

Goings, Nighibird! a sentry called. Another soldier moved to 
cake Symphony's reins, but the ranger waved him away. 

‘New arrivals?" he asked. 


Palmaris garrison, the soldier explained. “ fhev arc in discussion 
I with Captain Kilronney." 

“And with Jilscponic?" 

To be sure, she has not yet arrived," the soldier replied. 

Elbryan direned Symphony into the encampment and was greeted 

I warmly by dl he encountered, men and women whose respect he had earned in 
the last couple of weeks, in the few battles the group had waged against rogue 
bands of monsters. Captain Kilronney’s soldiers had been glad to have 
Nighibird-and Jitseponie!-by their side when the fighting b(^n. The ranger, in 
turn, had come to know and respectihesc soldiers; if the new arrivals had come 
sviih malicious intent in search of him and Pony, the word had not yet sprad. 

The ranger’s relief faded when he dismounted and entered Qptain 
Kilronn^s tent. So grave were the expressions of Kilronney and the others that 
Elbryan's hand went to the hilt of his sword. 

■'^ai news?” the ranger asked after a tense moment. 

Kilronney cj-ed him squarely. The captain was taller than Elbryan 
by two inches, and was solidly built, though nowhere near as heavily muscled 
as the powcr^l ranger. His natly trimmed beard and mustache werc'strikingly 
red, as was his bushy hair; and all that added contrast to his intensely blue eyes- 
eyes that now showed a profound sadness and anger to perceptive l^lbryan. 

Shamus Kilronney looked to the leader of the Palmaris contingent, 
and the ranger lensed. almost expecting an attack. “What news?" Elbryan 
demanded again. 


Who is this man? asked the leader of the P.ilmaris garrison, a 
solidly buili woman, nearer to six feet in height than to five, with hair as fiery 
red as Kilronney's hanging in thick braids. Her eyes, like the captain's, 
were sparkling blue. It seemed to Elbryan that these two might even k 
siblings-exccpi that her accent was closer to the rural dialect, typical of the 
underckss, while Shamus Kilronney's diction and enunciation were perfect. 

"He is an ally,” Kilronney explained, "serving as scout for my garri- 


“A mere scout?" the woman remarked, and she raised her eyebrows 
as she considered the powerful ranger. Elbryan saw her suspicions eichnl there 
and also a bit of curiosity. 

_“His accomplishments arc too many for me even to b^in to list 
them now." Kilronney said impatiently. 

The woman nodded. 

"Baton Rochefort Bildeborough is dead.’ Kilronney bluntly 

explained. 

Elbryan’s green eyes went wide. His first thought was for Roger, 
whom he knew was traveling with Bildeborough, 

"He got mufdetcd on the road just south o' Palmaris," the woman 



aplained, her voice strong and determined-and hiding great pain, Elbryan real- 
ly. "They’re sayitt’ his arriage vns attacked by some beast, a great cat most 


"On his way back Irom Ursal?" the ranger asked. 

"On his way to Ursal," the woman corrected. 

But that was months ago," the ranger protested. What he was 
thinking was that, if the woman's words were true, he and Pony had passed 
through Palmaris after the murder and yet had heard nothing of it. 

We didn i think to make the trip north a priority," the woman said 
dryly, "bigger nobles to icil than Captain .Shamus Kilronnev and his dirty 
friend." 

"What of his companions?" the ranger asked, ignoring the insults 
and accepting the woman’s explanation for the lack of communication, 

“All killed," the woman replied. 

FJbryan's thoughts whirled, 

“ I hey'd set their camp," another soldier offered. ‘Seems they were 
aught unawares. The Baron tried to get back into his arriage, but the at fol- 
losvcd him in and tore him up.' 

From the fiw words the soldier had offered, Elbryan had grat 
doubts concerning the nature of rhis beast. In his ycats with the Touel'alfar. he 
had been taught the ways of animals, hunter and hunted. There were great ats 
about, though very few remained in the civilized lands between Palmatis and 
Ursal, But such craiurcs would not normally attack and slaughter a group of 
tncii. A hunting at might take a lone person for food, might even stay with its 
victim and fight offany others who tried to take the prize from it, but the telling 
clue here was the pursuit of the Baron into his arriage. 

"I seen it mcseif.’anothcrsoldicr offered. “All of ’em. tom up and 
lying in a pond o' blood.’ 

And who was killed first?" the ranger asked. 

“Had to be one o' the guards at the fire," the man replied. “One 
never even got his weapon out afore the at ripped him dead, and the others got 
no chance to set any defense." 

“So the Baron was the last killed-in his carriage?" 

The man nodded, his lips tight, as if he were choking back pain. 

It made little sense to Elbryan, unless some diseased animal had attacked or 
unless a group of ats-an unlikely occurrence-had come in together. 

How many were men?" he asked the witness, 

“llicy was all ripped," the man said. “Their guts was spiiiiri out. 
One of ’em had his han laying open on his chest! I’m not for knowing how 
many bites the at took of «ch." 

And ycre ihinkin ibis to be needed?" the woman protested to 
Captain Kilronney. 

Kilronney turned a plaintive look upon Elbryan, but the ranger had 
his hand up. signaling that he would not press the issue further. He didiVi need 
to. No hungry at would bvc as tempting a morsel as a hart imatcn, and no 
at would spend the cne^’ killing fleeing people when there was a fiesh kill to 
be eaten. If the man’s description of the scene was accurate, then the Baron had 
not been killed by any natural beast. 

And of course that led Elbryan to even mote disturbing choughis. 
He had seen the gemstones at work many times, had spoken with Avelyn about 
them at length, and knew of one that could transform a man’s arm into an ani- 
mal’s paw. 

“The men about the Baron," the ranger began calmly, ‘did vou 
knt>w them all?" 

‘One was a friend," the witness replied. "And I seen the others with 
him before. The Baron's closest guard, they were!" 

The ranger nodded. "I have hard that anoihcr-nai a soldicr-was 
traveling with Baron Bildeborouf^." 

“The little fellow," the woman remarked. "Vah, sve hared o' him." 

“And was his body at the amp?" 

"Didn't sec ’im," the witness replied. 

I'hai gave FJbtyan a bit of relief but didn't confirm anything. The 
at, if it was a at, might have dragged Roger away to at. Even more plausibly, 
the monk, if it was a monk, might have taken Roger prisoner, seeking informa- 
tion about FJbtyan and Pony. 

"Vl^at is your course?" he askcsl the Palmaris ladcr. 

“We come ridin' to tell ( Jprain Kilronney o’ the Baron, as runners 
have been sent in every direction," she replied. 

The daih of the Baron holds iremendous imjilitarions for 
Rdmaris, Shamus Kilronney remarited, "especially following so closely on the 


murder of ;Uibot Dobrinion.' 

"The dry's been in brew ill ihc sason.’ the womin idded. “The new 
abbot’s jusi ceiumed from inmbcr trip to St.-Mere-Abclle-same Gsllcge uf Abhors. 
Khatcs'cr that might be tncanin'-ind now he's taken his place, and a bit mote than 
that, but he's not without his rivals.“ 

llic ranger nodded, hearing the words as confirmation of his worst 
fears. He had once met tlie new abbor of Sr. Precious-only briefly but long enough 
to recognize that De'Unnero was an unpleasant man, lull of fire and pride. 
Bildeboiough’s death left a gaping hole in the power structure-his only heir. Connor, 
was dead, aswasMiboi Dobrinion-thai Abbot De'Unnero would hasten to fill. And 
the 6a that De'Unnero had gone back to St.-Mcre-Abellc for this college made the 
ranga fear the abbot might have had a prisoner, Rt^r Lockicss, in tow. 

It seoned to Elbryan then that the Abcllican Church was a great black 
monsta rising to block out the sun. Hr considered his journey to Aida to banle the 
dactyl and his trip to Sl.'Mer^Abclle to steal his friends from the clutches of the 
Father Abbot, and he understood that those two missions had not been so sety dif- 
fercnt-not at all. 

“And what course for you?' EJbryan asked Kilronney. 

The man blew a helpless sigh. “I should return to Palnutis.' he said, “to see if I can 
help secure the city.' 

“You are needed here,' the ranger reminded. 'Winter may strike haid at 
these folk and bring in monsters that they annoi overcome without your help. And 
then there is the matter of the caravan north, before the stan of spring.’ 

"Ycre not for comparin' the reopenin' o' the’imibcdandstoihe securi- 
ty of Paltnaris?' the woman protested incrcduloudy, moving closer to the captain and 
locking him with an intense gjze-one that reflected familiarity. Elbryan noted, think- 
ing again that there might be a 6mily relation here. 

The ranger looked at Kilronney, but the captain only shru^ed. defeated by the sim- 
ple logic of the woman's siaicment. 

'What of the powric band in the west?' the ranger asked, for he and 
Kilronney had previously discussed their plans concerning one troublesome band of 
bloody cap dwarves who had not left the region, looming is a threat to any who 
might venture outside the secure area ofOerTIndla and Landsdown. 

'We will deal wiih them at once.' Sbmus Kilronney olTered. 

The woman soldier bq?n to proicsi. 

"And then, if the weather holds and leaves the road clear, my men and 
I will turn to the south.' Shamus said in a tone that left no room for debue. 

The woman growled and turned away to stare imcmiy at the ranger. 

'I give you Nighibitd.' Captain Kilronney said, finally introducing 

The ranger lifted hb chin dighily but did not how, 

‘Nighibitd?' the woman asked, her expression sour. "A strange name.' 

'And ibis is Sergeant Colleen Kilronney of the 1‘almaris guard.' Shamus 

explained. 

“Your sisii^" the ranger asked. 

'Cousin,' replied Shamus, somewhat distastefully. 

Tmm the better pan o' the family,’ Colleen was quick to put in. and 
Elbryan couldn't tell if her tone was serious nr not. 'Oh, me cousin’s learned to speak 
so proper and pretty for counin' ladies in Utsal. He's even been lo the King’s dinner 
table.’ 

Sbmus glowered at her. but ^ejust gave a derisive bugh and turned to 

the ranger. 

"Well, Master Nighibitd-' she be^n. 

‘Jusi Nighibinl.’ the ranger aplaincd. 

'Well, Master Nighibird,' Colleen went on without missing a beat, 
'seems ye've got ver fight with the hinody caps. Me and mcsoldicrs'll go along for the 
fun. Were all a bii troubled by the bppenin's in Palmaris. and ii might be good for 
us to lake out our woirys on the powries.’ 

Ifie other two Palmaris soldiers, grim-faced, nodded. 

Shamus Kilronney said. “We hast not much time. The baiilefidd must 
be chosen and pieparcd.’ 

'Ye make yer own bitlcfidd when ye draw ycr sword," stubborn 
Colleen put in. 

Elbiyan eyed the captain and then his cousin. There was an intense 
rivalry here, obviously, and the ranger understood that such feelings could lead to dis- 
aster in a fi^t, 'I will learn where the powries have gone and choose the appropriate 
ground for our attack,' he said, and he walked from the tent. 

'Ye’re a bit trustin'," he heard Colleen complain. 

‘None can prqiare a bitlcfidd better ibn Nighibird,' Shamus was 
saying as Elbryan. shaking his head and smiling, mounted Symphony and started 


away. His amusemem over Colleen Kilronney was shon-lived. though, lasting only 
as longas it took him to consider again the grim news the woman hadddircred. 

He found Pony nearing the encampment even as he was leaving it. and 
he trolled Symphony over to her. 

She eyed him suspicHously, and she knew even bfore he b^n to speak 
that something was wrong. 

'Baron Bildebotough was murdered on the road, before he ever got near 
Ursd,* Elbryan said, sliding down to stand beside his wife, ‘along with all his guard- 
ihough no sign of Roger was discovered among the dead." 

"Bowrics again?' camejuiavid's voice from the trees, dripping with sar- ; 

'Same clan tbi killed Abbot Dobrinion. no doubt.' j 

'That thought may hold more truth ibn you believe,' the ranger I 
replied- “Those who found the bton say he was killed by a great at, but while the J 
wounds might prove consistent with such a creatutc, i doubt the motive wUI.' I 
' Ilgcr's paw,' Pony .spat, referring to tlie gemstone the monks could use I 
to transform their limbs into those of a great at. She closed her eyes and put her head I 
down, sighing deeply, and Elbryan dia[^ bis arm around her shoulders, sensing (hat I 
she needed the support. Every new encounter or word about the Abcilian Church I 
weighed havily on Pony; every action these monks engaged in that was so unholy. 1 
so against the principles that bd guided dear Avelyn. only reinforced her grief for her I 
lost parents. I 

'Palmaris is in turmoil,' Elbryan said, speaking more to Juraviel. I 
"Our time with Gptain Kilronney and his soldiers grows short. We should dispatch 1 
that powiie bnd before we depart.' i 

'And what of Roger?' Pony was quick to ask. "Arc we to continue out I 
duties here, esen go fimhet away, while he might be in terrible peril?’ j 

Elbryan held his hands out hrlplcssly. ‘There was no sign of Roger, among the dead j 
or anywhere on the road,' hr explained. j 

"He may have been taken,’ Juraviel offered. | 

'If he has been sent to St.-Mcre-Abellc, I will go bck.* Ponydedared. | 
her tone so cold that it sent a shiver through Elbiyan. He suspeaed that she mant I 
to go in through the front doors this rime, and leave little standing in her wake. I 
'And if he his been taken, then ofcouiscwtwill go for him.' EJbryan I 
assured her. 'But we do not know that, and in the absence of evidence, sve mast hidd 1 
our trust in Roger and continue our planned course.’ I 

'Rut if we continue to the north, or go against the powries. how will wc 1 
discern Roger's fate?" Itny protested- | 

It was a dilemma, but the ranger remained unconvinced tbi they J 
should drop cvervihing and go in search ofRiigcr Lockicss. Tb man was a survivor. 
When EJbryan and Juraviel had gone into Powrie-occupied GerTindIa to rescue 
him, they bd found him already fret. 'I bvc no answers,’ the ranger admitted. 'I 
know that I must trust Roger, if be was killed on the road, then there is nothing I 
an do about it.’ 

'You would not avenge a friend?’ Pony's wnids cut deep. 

Elbiyan stated at her as if die were a sirangct. some dilfcrcni person 
than the one he had come to love so daily. 

Pony couldn't match that state. She lowered her had and sighed again. 
‘Of course you would,' she admitted. 'I am afraid for Roger, that is all.' 

'We an send word to Bclstcr O'Gmely in Palmaris,' Juraviel olTered. 

' IBc city is too large for us to go wandering about in an aiicmpi to 
loare Roger, But Bclstcr, so centered in ihc lown. might be able to glan some infor- 
maiinn.’ 

"All gossip flows through Fellowship Way." Pony added hopefully 
'] will go to Tonus CingcTwan,' Elbryan offered, 'and secure a trusted 

‘None would prove more trustworthy than I." Pony said as the ranger 
took a step away, 

Elbryan sioj^xd in his tracks and closed his eyes; it took a long while 
for him to secure control of his anger. Then he turned to her slowly, isinnished tbi 
she would take such a step. 

“I must go and meet with Bradwarden,’ Jutavici remarked. 'We will 
scour out the powries and report this evening." And iheelfwas gone, laving the two, 
who had hanlly hard his words, to their conversation. 


This fxccr))t is from the third book in the series 'DemonWars". following the 
successful “The Demon Awakens’ and "llic Demon Spirit.' Ib he published 
in its entirety by Del Rl-)' in March 1999. 


